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re partial to 
bet bands with 


pretty gins. 


Especially when they hit the 
stage wearing black bikinis 

and proceed to sneer, squeal 
and shake their tailfeathers like 
there's no tomorrow. Of course 
if the combo wasn't any good 
we wouldn't be wasting our time 
bringing you an interview with 
them. But they are good. In fact 
there probably isn’t a brattier 
garage band around than The 
Vendettas. Alright, alright, perhaps 
we're exaggerating a bit but listen to 
their eponymous debut disc on the 
360 Twist label: short, melodic, contu- 
melious bits of rudeness stuffed with 
bristly, angular six-string forays. It’s 
rather boss. And because it is we 
decided we'd like to talk to The Vendet- ENEN 
tas. Even if that meant having to converse 

with their guitar player. Who's a guy. A nice guy. A well 
mannered guy. A cool guy. But a guy nonetheless. We 
being veteran rock journalists sucked it up and managed 
to hide our tremendous disappointment. 


Brutarian: Ok, give us the lowdown, how did the band 
get started? 


Buffi: Well, Susanne had a personal ad out. And it asked 
for two partners for kinky sex acts and live rock and roll. 


Brutarian: At the same time? That must be painful! 


Buffi: We ditched the other members of our band when 
we read Susanne's ad and well here we are. 


Brutarian: And there, for our readers, it's: Johnny Vig- 
nault (vocals/lead guitar); Buffi Aguero 
(vocals/rhythm Guitar); Susanne Gibboney 
(drums/backup vocals). And we’ve been together, 
how long, four years? 


Johnny: Yeah, about four years. 


Brutarian: But it’s Buffi who’s in a pretty successful 
band in it’s own right, The Subsonics. How do we 
manage to keep two bands going, Buffi? Are your 
loyalties divided? Do the rest of The Vendettas 
secretly hate you? 


Buffi: No, not at all. We're all friends so it’s not a prob- 
lem. And it’s never been any conflicts between recording 
with The Vendettas and touring with The Subsonics. In 


fact, whenever I'm set to tour, Johnny and Buffi get really 
excited. “You're going to leave town for six months, Buffi? 
Hey, that's great!" 


Johnny: We book the tours for her. 


Susanne: The more she tours the better it is for Johnny 
and | alone. 


Brutarian: Oh really, tell us more. Does this have some- 


thing to do with Susanne's personal ad? 


Buffi: No, no, other projects. Susanne's in another band 
called LUST. 


Susanne: It's not on a name label; it's my own little pre- 
sentation. 


Buffi: It's a fantastic record. Johnny, too, plays in about a 
million bands. One is his secret project that he’s not really 
supposed to talk about: Monster Cock! 


Brutarian: Well maybe we shouldn't talk about that... 


Johnny: No, let's not. 


Brutarian: So when is the northeast going to get a look 


at the wild and wooly show otherwise known as The 
Vendettas ? 


Buffi: We don't know. Where do you live? Can we stay 
with you? Use you as a home base? We're going to bring 
Our instruments... 


s 


Left to right: Buffi Aguero, Craig Bowers 
, Susanne Gibboney, Johnay Vigna 


CA 


THE VENDETTAS 


Brutarian: Hey, Casa Brutarian (located just outside Susanne: Good guestion! 
Washington, DC) has survived Nashville Pussy, we can 


Mine! Johnny: Try to buy up as much of their stock as you can. 
put up with anything. Bring your bikinis, there’s a pane di daji y 
pool. There's a selfish reason for telling you this of Brutarian: So I heard you like having members of your 
COUrse ... audience join you onstage and stripping. 
Johnny: | don't own a bikini. Susanne: Well sometimes girls take their tops off but 


Buffi: So you survived Nashville Pussy? guys, they never go all the way. 


Johnny: Well in Pittsburgh and Chicago we did get some 
takers. And the guy in Pittsburgh both Buffi and Susanne 
really liked. 


Brutarian: Yes, but there was a problem with Corey 
and the phone bill but she sent me a pair of soiled 


panties so... | | 
Susanne: What's not to like? That was amazing. He was 


not only good looking but he was young and... 
Brutarian: Of course, but it was a nice gesture. Buffi: Hung! 


Susanne: Still, the money would have been better, right? 


Buffi: Well, if a letter came with it that means you have 
authentication. You could probably sell it to some dys- 
functional collector of rock memorabilia for a pretty 
penny. But you need to strike soon while Nashville Pussy is Buffi - the guitar player, vampire slayer 
hot. 


Brutarian: Are The Vendettas ever worried about your 


Susanne: But back to staying at Casa Brutarian.. . 


Buffi: Well we'd love to stay but we have trouble getting 
bookings in the DC area. Even with The Subsonics as DC 
is kind of lame... 


Johnny: We didn’t even get as close as Baltimore. On The 
Vendettas last tour we ended up going right from North 
Carolina to Pennsylvania. No stops in between. 


Brutarian: So let’s get the musical portion of the inter- 
view over with and then talk about more entertain- 
ing matters. Influences, we hear Scotty Moore by 
way of that Quine guy in The Voidoids, mock 50's 
ballads ala “Sea of Love.” 


Johnny: Definitely Richard Hell and The Voidoids. Ike and 
Tina. Early Rolling Stones. Rockabilly but not the newer 
stylings In the genre. 


Buffi: Hey, not true. Whatever the kids like, we like. If it's 
the new rockabilly, we love it. 


Susanne: Drum and bass. We love it. Our next album will 
be all drum and bass. 


Buffi: Or maybe just bass. 
Brutarian: You can't fool us; you don’t even have a 


bass player. Boy, this music talk is fun. Describe your 
style if you please. Or can you? 


Buffi: Sure! Hey, Susanne, describe our style. 


Susanne: I’m the wrong person. | think I'll wait until 
we're better known. 


Buffi: It’s sexy. It's mad. It's loud. It's baseless. Did | men- 
tion funny? We're quite funny. 


Brutarian: What's your advice to bands whose record 
company, like yours, goes belly-up. 


audience focusing more on the superficial aspects of 
the band than on the music? 


Buffi: Just means more dollars at the door. That's okay 
with us! 


Susanne: We do our part by trying to wear the skimpiest 
materials possible. 


Brutarian: Well, can we go too far with emphasizing 
the comeliness, the pulchritude, the unbridled 
carnality... 


Buffi: | don't think you can go too far. People would 
rather pay to see that than listen to the music actually. 


Johnny: But don't you think that pushing your sexuality 
would lead guys into thinking that you're available? 


Buffi: Why? If you see women kissing each other in a 
play or screwing around with a guy would you as a guy 
think that meant they were 
available? 

Susanne: We're just performing 
and anyway on the last tour not 
one guy even approached us. 


_ Brutarian: That's ,curiously 
enough, not at all unusual, 
most of the women in bands 
we've interviewed have made 
the same comment. 


Susanne: | think it's because guys 
see us as essentially unobtainable. 
If we, as women, are gutsy enough 
to get up on stage, and are moti- 
vated enough to have gotten it 
together to go on tour than you're 
not idiot enough to fall for a guy 
with a good line. So in the end the 
guy in the club concludes this is a 
woman who has a lot going on In 
her life so why even bother to talk 
to her. 


Johnny: | think the worst thing 
about all this is is that women 

don't come up to me after the 
show. 


Buffi: That's cause you're hanging 
around with us you dork! 


Johnny: But remember there 
aren't too many women attending 
a Vendettas show. 


Brutarian: So what's up with the 
cover of your disc. What the 
hell is in Buffi’s mouth. Is that 


— Well sometimes 
gins take their tops off, 
but guys, they 
never go all the way. 


milk or... no, we don't want to go there... 


Buffi: Oh yeah, it does look like | have a mouthful of... 
well, let’s just say it’s the alien life force oozing out and 
leave it at that. 


Brutarian: And you Susanne , what's with the Jesus tat- 
too? 


Susanne: Well do you want a long metaphysical explana- 
tion? 


Brutarian: Sure, we've got nothing but time. 
Susanne: l'm a religious person in a way and that's essen- 


tially why the tattoo is on my arm. 


Brutarian: That's the shortest “long” explanation we've 
ever heard! 


Susanne: | changed my mind, | didn’t want to bore your 
readers. 


Brutarian: Is there an age limit for rockers? 


Buffi: No way. l'Il be doing this at fifty. 


Brutarian: What about a wealth limit. Doesn't being bil- 
lionaires like The Rolling Stones somehow disqualify 
you? 

Buffi: No! 
Johnny: Oh yes! 


Susanne: Not to mention the fact that The Stones haven't 
put out anything decent in about a hundred thousand 
years. When the quality of the material is no longer there 
you have to think about whether you should continue 
playing. Personally, I’m in it for the guys. . . 


Buffi: And the weird white alien life force stuff. . . 
Brutarian: Some might view your presentation as 


pornographic, is it? And if so are there limits to such 
an approach? 


Susanne: There’s no such thing as too far. As long as it's 
consensual and it's not illegal as with children and pets 
then we're not concerned. Yes, as long as it's not children, 
pets and oh yes, dead people then it's not a problem. 


Brutarian: But dead people can't consent. They're dead! 
Buffi: Well, there's that... 


rankly, we don't cotton to this 

y alternative movement. Too many people 
and too many gol darn bands have chosen 
to march under its banner. Most of ‘em 
you wouldn't drive around the corner to 
see. Buta lot of critics from The Big Apple have been hoopin’ and hollerin’ 
about Monica and her Monicats so we here at Brutarian, who pride ourselves 
on sniffin' out the new and the unusual, swallowed our pride and wrote to 
LPL Mo askin’ if she’d be kind enough to send us her debut CD. Which she 
was kind enough to do almost immediately without even demandin’ postage. 
And damn us to Hell if she didn’t turn out to be the real deal. Lawks a moicy! 
On the pure country stuff she sings like an angel from Montgomery and when 
she rocks out on the rockabilly she sounds like a feral Wanda Jackson. Course 
you probably don’t know or give a hoot who Wanda Jackson is; but take it 
from us, rockin’ like Wanda, that’s a good thang. The bad thang is that this 
talented singer-songwriter hasn't played much outside of New York so we're 
orderin’ you, after readin’ this here interview, to get behind ole Monica and 
send off for her disc. Trust us, you won’t come close to bein’ disappointed. 
Less your idea of country is most of what you see on that there Nashville 
Network. Yeah, them gals is pretty; well Mo is too, she just happens to sing 


and play a whole lot better. That’s important to us. Should be to you too.... 
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BRUTARIAN: So how does a girl born in Long 
Island and raised in the Bronx wind up doing 
country music? 


MONICA: I didn’t grow up on it so that’s that. 
Basically, I was a sound girl in a nightclub in 
Manhattan and there were some bands playing 
indigenous American music and | started looking 
backward. I got into rockabilly first and the 
roots of rockabilly led me to country. I was 
listening to The Everly Brothers as teenagers, 
The Louvin Brothers and The Collins Kids and 
then I met some musicians as | said playing 
indigenous Americana and when a friend turned 
me on to George Jones that was it. It was 
George Jones doing Hank Williams. 


BRUTARIAN: And then you spent two years in 
your apartment studying country. I hope you 
sent out for food... 


MONICA: Well, I did leave .. .Basically, I was 
listening to George Jones and Hank Williams 
and learning songs and playing songs which 
fueled my desire to get better at playing guitar. 
Which led to the decision to form a country 
band. I hadn’t started writing country songs at 
that point but I eventually did and really that’s 
how you have to do it. Get into it... 


BRUTARIAN: Well, how did you feel about 
having your first single end up on the vicious 
black comedy Freeway? 


MONICA: That was the single that we released 
with my band The Twanglers and you know I 
haven’t even seen the movie but I know the 
scene that the song was in. The girl [Reese 
Witherspoon] after being mugged and raped and 


God-know’s-what and after trying to kill the 
guy [Kiefer Sutherland] she ends up in a 
diner and doesn’t even realize that there’s 
some spattered blood on her forehead while 
sitting down in a booth. And just as she sits 
down you hear my voice singing “Why 
don’t you notice me. Can’t you see 

And I feel fine with that and I assume I was 
credited at the end so it’s not a problem. 


BRUTARIAN: So tell us about the country 
scene in Alphabet City that seems a 
somewhat paradoxical setting for down 
home music. 


MONICA: It’s no more paradoxical than any 
other neighborhood in New York. The fact 
that is happening in New York is 
paradoxical in itself. It doesn’t matter 
which neighborhood it’s in. The crowd is 
very diverse; the fact that there’s always 
been hardcore honky-tonk music in 
essentially a hard core neighborhood 
actually makes sense. Because people who 
like punk can easily relate to someone like 
Hank Williams. It’s brutally honest music. 
Its not a manipulation. 


BRUTARIAN: Which leads me to 
something Junior Brown said the other day 
and | quote: “Classic country wasn’t slick 
and glitzy. It had soul. It fe You 
don’t feel that with this new crop of singers. 
They're into that bland pop formula. Unlike 
Patsy Cline and Hank Williams you don’t 


“It real. 


sense they deeply feel what they’re singing.” 


MONICA: Exactly. 
totally agree. I don't like to join the party 
and completely condemn everything that’s 
coming out of Nashville these days but 
there’s definitely that level of formulaic 
stuff. 
between someone who’s really singing from 


That's it of course. | 


I mean, you can tell the difference 


their life and experiences and someone who 
is singing something that was just handed to 
them and using it because they know that it 
will work. Some people would think that 
it’s crazy not to take an approach that would 
make you more 
you know... 

There’s nothing inherently wrong with 
taking acommercial approach, if that were 
the case what would you say about artists 
like Bob Dylan and Bruce Springsteen. You 
can be heartfelt and honest and still reach a 
lot of people. 


e money or more famous but 


BRUTARIAN: Your bio has you stating that 
performers can play country and rockabilly 
but not both why do you think this 1s so? 


just didn’t recognize or 


MONICA: What I said was that it 
struggle to find people who enjo 
kinds of music. And that’s very 
true. But it’s changing becaus 
people like Billy Hancock who 
are making their audience 
appreciate the hillbilly influence - 
on rockabilly. Fans of rockabilly 


acknowledge its underpinnings, 
The fear of the word “country” i: 
so pronounced, so funny really, 
But it’s not just that 
scene, for most people, if you say 
"country," they assume you're talking 
about Top Forty country. Rockabilly 
started with country performers who 


in that scene. 
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were doing that “rock and roll thing. 
You can hear them talk about it on their 
records. “Let’s try that new rock and roll ` 
thing.” They didn’t call it rockabilly 


then. 


BRUTARIAN: Do you think you’ ve 
suffered enough to sing real country? 


MONICA: There’s a lot of different 
levels of suffering. You can say that 
someone who’s dirt poor is suffering and. 
they may be suffering economically but they — 
could still be a happy person, a loved | 
person. And then you could have someone — 
You don’t 
have to grow up in a holler but there’s 
some things I would not tread on. 
“Coal 
Miner’s Daughter.” That to me 
is so pointedly about a 


who’s rich and is unloved. 


I would never sing 


specific experience and an 
economic one in that sense 
that it would ring false 
for me to even approach 
it. But everyone's 
suffered heartbreak. So 
white guys can sing the 
blues but don’t go 
singing B.B. King’s 
“Everyone Wants To 
Know Why I Sing The 
Blues." 
on certain things you just 
haven't experienced. But 
everyone’s had their heart 
broken. Sull, country is 
not something you can 
learn as a style. If you 
believe it and people 
believe it coming from 
you that's what matters. 
So I'm perfectly upfront 
about not being born in 


You don’t tread 


this music and not having a pedigree in this 
music but my voice wanted to do this... 


BRUTARIAN: Working in such tried and 
true styles, it must be difficult to keep from 
sounding too derivative. 


MONICA: I don’t really tell myself 
anything. The songs come in a lot of 
different ways. Sometimes they come fully 
arranged, finished straight from my head. 
Sometimes if I haven’t written a song ina 
while I just sit down and play my guitar and 
see what happens. In some cases I just 
create a riff or a bass line and then the 
words come out. With something like 
"That Cat” I was looking for a Johnny 
Burnette feel. Other times it’s a shuffle like 
Buck Owens or I’m searching to break out 
of normal song form ala Merle Haggard. | 
like to evoke the sound and the era but to be 
original it’s just a matter, in the end, of 
another way of saying something. 


BRUTARIAN: Does being female even in 
the seemingly liberal alternative country 
scene make things more difficult? 


MONICA: I don’t think so. I can’t say I’ve 
really felt that. And in New York I kind of 


relish being female. There really aren’t that 
many girl country singers. 


BRUTARIAN: Do you think women artists 
are judged more negatively as they age? 


MONICA: Country music, like r&b and 
blues always you to age. Top Forty would 
not necessarily tell you that. The Grand Ole 
Opry will but I think this music can still be 
sung when you’re older. Although 

| whether male or female] I don’t know how 
much older you want The Rolling Stones to 
be. And as I get older I think I'd let the 
rockabilly slide away . . .[t’s an up music 
and a party music and as you age there’s 
just some things that you're not going to 
talk about. 


BRUTARIAN: Well, how do you explain 
Ronnie Dawson then, he’s closing in on 
what, sixty? 


MONICA: There’s not a younger person 
who has greater energy or ability. And 
rockabilly is too limited a term for 
somebody like Ronnie Dawson. He's a 
rock and roller who has his own groove 
going. You listen to him and you say, 
"There's no one else who really does this.” 


LETS TALK 
ABOUT 
FEELINGS 


Sirk of it 


FAT WRECK CHORDS PO BOX 193690 SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94119 


He makes you remember what “real” rock 
and roll is. 


BRUTARIAN: Well as someone who’s 
trying to keep it “real” but is still trying to 
break out of New York let me read you 
something K.D. Lang has said: “The whole 
music game is rather difficult so you can 
hate the interviews, hate riding the bus, hate 
the business but love the stage. Being 
onstage is the only moment of solace in 
your whole life.” 


MONICA: I would tend to agree with that 
quite a bit. That is everything. I hate doing 
the business. I hate making the phone calls. 
I hate begging people to come and see me. 

I hate putting press kits together and 
sending them. All the rigmarole in setting 
up the gig. I hate asking for gigs. I hate the 
roller coaster ride that you’re constantly on. 
Acceptance and rejection. It’s all very 
painful. But when you’re onstage and you 
move people - I’ve seen people cry, I’ve 
seen people gasp, I’ ve seen people laugh - 
that’s everything. If everyone can just 
forget their freaking 9-to-5 jobs, their stress, 
whatever's going wrong at the moment 
because of me, then I’m absolutely thrilled. 
That's absolutely it! $ 
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ith punk's explosion back 

into mainstream radio and 

t.v. in the mid ‘90s, brought 
on by bubble-gummy "punk" 
bands such as Green Day, Gold 
Finger and the like, it lost a lot of its power 
and integrity. It was safe, fun, and cute to be 
punk and seeing these punk-rock poster 
boys everywhere took away so much of the 
pride that one had to be part of it. Now, 
don't get me wrong, l'm not saying you 
have to be mean, bitter and poor to be 
punk. Nor am I saying that if a band gains 
mainstream success they're no longer punk 
(look at bands like Social Distortion and The 
Clash, they got HUGE and STILL stuck true to 
themselves). The point I'm trying to get 
across Is simply this, a lot of kids getting into 
punk-rock now are missing out on ALOT. 
Where there once was an element of pride, 
anger, fear, rebellion and a good time in 


punk-rock, it is now (for the most part) just 


another house-hold name for a kind of music. And that, my Tad: Start with the history, when did you start, who 


friends, is where the U.S.BOMBS come in! was in the line-up then, who's in it now? 


Duane: Well, we started around X-mas ‘93, it was: Me -— 
vox, Kerry — guitar, and two other guys; Steve and 
ington D.C., | tracked down the Bombs’ tour manager and he Benny. We went through a bunch of drummers, and 
changed bass players ‘cause the old one was strung out 


on dope and couldn't tour, so we got Wade. Eventually 
ready for the show. | walked in, and the first person | saw we came to the five-piece lineup we had on the “War 


It was a cold November night down in South East Wash- 
took me to the trailer where two of the Bombs were getting 


was their bass player, Wade Walston (a.k.a. Joe Schmoe from Birth” album (Duane, vox, Kerry, guitar, Chuck, guitar, 
Wade, bass; Chip, drums). Finally Chuck, who played 


guitar with us for a while, had to leave because of health 
that moved to T.R. House because Ut ni problems, so we got a new 

si | | mn". guy named Johnny. That's 
the current lineup. 


the legendary cult movie "SUBURBIA". You know, the guy 


he was sick of living with 


his gay dad), then | $ gi : T: What did you guys do 


looked over and saw before the U.S.BOMBS? 


ZEN Z COS 
SONS rene eee 


Wade: I've done a few 
things, like | was in D.I. 
for a while a long time 
ago. 


D: Right before the 


their singer, Duane Peters 
(if you were a skater in the | FARA VILE ENR RR 


‘80s you probably remem- 


ber him, he skated for 


air. ky MA a RRNA Bombs | was in a band 
Santa Cruz and was one of 137175403E Po k on. 8 l 
l A" O >." EE M called The Exploding 
the only true punk skaters | m ee ae Fuck Dolls, \'ve been in 
| L sph a oo a a bunch of bands back, 


Kerry was in Shattered 
RO Faith, Johnny was in 
ing all of his front teeth. ji on $t £ V A.A uši Cadillac tramps and 
b L ann vm Youth Brigade, Chip was 
E down in the sticks beating on trees and playing with 
their neck down with traditional sailor and rockabilly tattoos. himself. 


you could see that he’s miss- 


These guys are covered from 


The kind of guys where if you saw them walking down the T: You guys have changed record labels a lot, any real 


| reason, or do you just go where things take you? 
street you might cross over to the other side. These guys are 


D: We're always trying to move up. The first company 
was called Vinyl Dog Records, then we went to Alive 
for 20+ years. Just the kind of heroes (or anti-heroes) the kids Records, now we're with Hellcat Records (run by Lint 
from RANCID) and we do stuff with Beer City as far as 
1-8 00. 


punk at its most raw. Guys who stuck true and lived the life 


and the punk scene of today need! 


W: Well Duane also skates for 
Beer City now, Mike Beer is a 
really good guy. 


D: Beer City is a record label/skate 
company. 


Blow up with the U.S. Bombs 


T: You're on this tour with some diverse bands (Agnos- 
tic Front, Dropkick Murphy's, Maximum Penalty), 
how's that going? 


W: We've done over 50 shows on this tour and it's gone 
really well so far! 


T: With hardcore bands, punk bands and oi bands play- 
ing together 


I'm sure you get a wide range of kids coming out, how 
has their response been to you guys? 


W: Everywhere we've gone they've responded really well! 


D: Every night there supposed to be some big blood bath, 
but nothing’s really happens except your regular old 
bitch-brawls, and just punk-rock drunkenness. What it 
comes down to is we're not there to impress anyone, or 
there to win over any crowds, we're just playing punk- 
rock and that’s it. You know if someone comes up after 
the set and says "good show” or what ever, thanks! 


W: Weire not up there to do any song and dance or to 
sell a few t-shirts, we have no gimmicks weire just up 
there to play! 


D: That's the real problem with punk-rock now, is there’s 
no threat! When | go to see a band | want to be scared! 
When we're on stage we’re pretty much at war with the 
crowd, and people need to see that's where we're com- 
ing from. 


T: So you guys were the house band on Comedy 
Central’s “Premium Blend” (hosted by Jim Brewer 
of Saturday Night Live), how did you get hooked 
up with that? 


D: Yeah, we were the house band for eight shows, we 
didn't; submit an application or anything, it was actu- 
ally the daughter of the show's music supervisor that 
chose us. 


W: They were looking at some punk-rock bands for the 
spot and they were looking over the Epitaph and Hellcat 
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of them, when they weren't too busy running away from 
me. They're all just a bunch of robot goons and none of 
them even belong on a skateboard! | still hate Tony 
Hawk. He better stay the fuck out of my way! 


: What are your long-term goals as a band? 


D: Just to always make a better album than the last one, 
that's our goal every time, stay in the moment, live 
another day. We just want to keep writing and playing, 
that's it! None of us have any lives outside of this. I’ve 
been skating and playing punk-rock for 20 years now, my 
only other job is washing dishes; | make as much as a 
fucking ice-cream man. His (Wade) only other job is 
swinging a hammer, and they're all shit-oag jobs, no 
one's happy doing that, but we're out, playing now, and 
we're happy doing that! 


: Well are there any final statements you want to 


throw in? 


D: Stay punk, stay skate, and if not go jump back into 
your little grunge bushes! 


W: Know your roots and know where you came from! 
That's it! 


Wade Walston (left) and Duane Peters (right) proving they're still 
punks. U.S. Bombs explode. 


roster and she chose us, she knew some of 
our music better than we did. 


T: As long as | can remember there were 
always a lot of rumors about problems 
between you (Duane) and Tony Hawk 
and the rest of Bones Brigade, do you 
want to get into that at all? 


D: It's just that I’ve never gotten along with 
any robots in skating or in punk-rock. Those 
guys brought 'jockism' into skating when 
before it was all just dysfunctional kids. So 
they show up with their gay gymnastics and 
jock crap, and it’s people like them that 
made me leave school. So | did everything | 
could to destroy them. In the contest days at 
the hotels I'd get hammered and knock on 
their doors and just stand there and piss all 
over them, | did everything from throwing 
drinks on them to beating the shit out of half 
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DOORS 


by Vincent McHardy 


Illustration by Steven Verriest 


He rubbed the back of his hand. 
Tracing distended aged veins with 
thick yellow fingernails. Up from 
the base of the wrist he worked, 
trampling back flinty white hairs 
and oiling skin with sweat. Up to 
the elbow and back to the wrist 
and then back up again. A tide 
pulsing out the rhythm of his pain. 
In the dark of the second story 
landing he stood stiff and patient. 


His eyes fixed. 
His wax silted ears listening. 


His object of his heart... his night 
companion ... the closed door. 


Her cheek ached. The recessed 
paneling of the door had scored 
deeply. Liz lifted her ear free. She 
knew he was there on the other 
side. Every night it was the same. 
He came whispering down from 
upstairs, the floorboards creaking 
despite his withered body. He'd 
take up his station in front of the 
door and stand there, waiting. 


Waiting for what? For courage? 
For a chance? 


Liz eased down onto the towel-cov- 
ered floor. Towels lessened the 
chance of noise, muffling her foot- 
steps and spreading her weight on 
the floorboards. She couldn't take 
the chance of him hearing. What 
would he do if he knew I was lis- 
tening to him? 


Liz stretched out her freshly 
shaven legs on the cool white 
towels. 


What would he do with twenty- 
year-old legs? Would he know 
what to do? Does he remember? 


Liz closed her eyes. 
Damned pensioner. He should be 


past it by now. Can't they feed him 
pills, or booze, or both? 


Liz drew her legs together. 


I should go out there. Ask him if 
he thinks this is the toilet. Maybe 
he's waiting to go. He might! It's 
possible. In the dark, he could be 
confused. When they get that old 
they're like slow kids. Always for- 
getting where they put their mit- 
tens. 


But every night? Wouldn't he 
mess himself? Doesn't anyone 
notice but me? He should be taken 
away someplace and taken care 
of> One way or the other. 

Liz circled her head, opened her 
mouth and silently yawned, releas- 
ing tension in her neck and lower 
jaw. Her brass bed with its deep 
guilt covered mattress and metal 
webbed netting, looked hideously 
noisy. Clambering under those 
covers would fill the room with a 
jangling invitation. 


The noise he's waiting to hear. The 
panic noise the cat longs to hear 
by the crack in the wall. The noise 
of the frantic in search for safety. 
The noise of the trapped. 


Liz looked at the glass doorknob 
just above her head. Murky milk 
light from the window pooled in the 
glass. Its beveled sides mocking a 
diamond, pinpointing the spot that 
opened to the keyhole. 


If I looked through would I see his 
eye? 


Liz closed her eyes and tried to 
hear better. 


Is he there? Looking in! I couldn't 
have missed him. He couldn't have 
gotten from the foot of the stairs to 
the keyhole without me hearing. | 


would have heard. He never tries 
to sneak down. He always shuffles 
with those old worn out slippers. 
Unmistakable. | doubt if he could 
lift his feet to sneak over. He is too 
weak. Yes. Weak but slow. If he 
moved slowly, ever so slowly. His 
toes gripping forward and nibbling 
closer... 


Liz moved her legs along side the 
wall. Out of sight of the keyhole. 


He could have got to the door. He 
could be looking through the key- 
hole. | would not hear if there were 
no sounds. 


Go away old man. Go away. It's 
cold here. You don't want to stay. 
Go away. Your cocoa is burning 
on the stove. Your children, your 
pictures, your memories, they will 
burn with your pension check. Go 
away. 


From the ill-fitting window, the 
warped floorboards and from under 
the door the cold entered like a 
credit card slipping a lock. Liz 
started to tremble. The cold 
wrapped around her on the floor. 
The furniture grew distant, became 
alien structures. Dust tumbled into 
a pillow. The towels stretched out 
a white beach to the bed. 


Her lip cracked and bled. Her eyes 
grew bruised and swollen. 


I can't just sit here. I've got to do 
something. He's not going to do 
this to me. 

Liz stood up. The towels lay scat- 
tered like newspapers after a 
storm. 


He's just an old, incontinent, senile 
man. Why worry? IfI was a nurse 

washing his pus body and he splat- 
tered on me, I'd worry. 


If I was his daughter and he wanted 
a kiss, I'd vomit first. Then I'd 
worry. 


Liz took a step. Her heel thumped 
a board. 


I'm none of these. Why worry, 
now? 


The hall held nothing but silence. 


Afraid of an old man? Me? Stupid. 
Liz placed her hand on the bed and 
pushed down. The springs shifted 

and the brass piping sang. She tilt- 
ed her head to the door. 


What do you think of that? Does it 
hurt you knowing a woman's in bed 
behind a locked door? 


Liz fell on the bed. Bounced and 
was still. The noise did not bring a 
rattle of the doorknob, nor a splin- 
tering of the door. No cry of 
anger. Nothing. 


Her legs thrust open. Blood 
poured from her vagina. 


Oh poor little monkey. Are you deaf 
too? Or are you playing with me? 


Liz bunched her fingers. Her gold 
wedding band bent. 


What sweet little nothings are you 
hoping to hear? 


Liz picked up the alarm clock on 
the side table and threw it at the 
mirror. Glass rained from the wall. 
Knife crystals frosting the floor. In 
the calm of release Liz listened. 


Not even a shifting of weight! 


Liz jumped from the bed. The 
glass cut her feet as she ran to the 
keyhole. Glass cut her knees as 
she knelt down. 


The old man keeping his vigil had 
not moved. Folded in front, one 
hand held the other at the wrist. 
His eyes half closed. He swal- 
lowed. A dry, juiceless, reflex. 


She slapped her hand against the 
door. One by one, her fingers bent 
back and snapped. 
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"Hear that!" Liz yelled. Her fist 
folded like tinfoil on a tooth. 


The old man stared. Unmoved as 
dirt. 
Liz kicked the door. 


"Good legs, boy! Better than you 

ever had!" 

Liz swept the dresser top clear. 
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cursing. Banging up against one 


More glass grew on the floor. She 
tipped the cabinet and smashed a 
chair through the window. The 
noise piled higher and higher. 


Come on you fool! Get it over with! 


Liz rolled on the floor over and 
over on the glass. Screaming and 
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wall, then, rolling back to 


| Hope came more 


tiči ni diši REN Kia 
the other, then back i o Reet! often now. 
again. ERE oe ii — E 
Page rit: isjointed. Durin 

Rope burns appeared see ie PR: s: the då y thoughts á 
around her neck, deep- RS Basa ščini Bae niši si swarmed behind his 
ened purple red, and the PREERIAN kron: eyes - dust motes dis- 
screaming stopped. ave sae: uE: turbed in an attic. 
The old man looked at HE nsp: Drifting down, silently 
his watch. ee Seti: aes: Covering his room 

fe it sim and his thoughts. 
Three. PRET: R: P: 
It never GTE’s easier. ae GREJE MIJE, ‘gee He wondered if this 

eseje ss: aii SRA Meant he would soon 
The old man turned and $ ge Aap RONA die. 
walked up the stairs to k boni: Pae esis: GRE 
his room. His hand on aani.: kps: Es, It was getting harder 
the banister supporting iš Bes aa EMA). to survive the day and 


his walk. 


His light - he always kept 
it on - filled the room with 
a bright emptiness. | 
Otherwise he might miss 
a sign. 


Sometimes when he was 
tired, for a moment, and 


eared 


only for a moment, he felt Seepeppertessies £25753 
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waiting for and think- 
ing of the night. 
Eating was a chore. A 
horrid obligation to 
nibble in the morning, 
sip at noon and bite 

Ma down on something 
Ra cold and quick at 

Mi night. He did it. He 
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hope. 


Or a book lying open on the bed 
stand. A book on a subject in 
which he had no possible interest. 


Worst of all were the stray scents; 
a humid-fruity, a light-sweet, or a 
musty-herb. All alien breaths in a 
single man's bedroom. He' trip 
over them and follow to an open 
window or an empty hallway. And 
then remember the perfume on the 
curve of a woman's neck or rose oil 
on pillows. Hours later he would 
find himself standing in the dark. 
Legs cramping. His back a block 
of ice. They had tried to drown him 
but he always surfaced. 


He always bathed, never showered. 
He might miss some sound the 
empty house might one day 
whisper. 


snow. He should be buried under- 
neath with her. Not here. On top. 
Unable to reach her. Waiting and 
watching at the closed door. 
Hoping for her call to come in. 


The old man rolled over and looked 
at the glassed in book cabinet 
where he kept her pictures. She 
looked back with dust red eyes 
from yellowing paper. As fresh 

and clean as the last day... 


The old man's throat sgueezed. 
Enough! He thrashed his head 

away and stared at the ceiling. 

The closing ritual of the day. 


She never changes. She never will. 
He closed his eyes. His thoughts, 
waiting like hungry dogs in a 
butcher's back alley, ran in. 


The old man stiffened. 

A silly, stupid argument. | can't 

remember what it was. After all 

these years I've forgotten. What 
was it? 


The first canto... "Nothing." 


Why did I leave her down there 
alone? Waiting for me in bed. | 
could have gone back. Making up 
is the best part of fighting. | would 
have, in the morning. | would have. 
Believe me. 


She didn't know I was going to 
sleep upstairs. 


She thought it was me knocking at 
the door. 


The second canto ... "Lost." 


It was bad luck | took a few shots. 
Drinking always made me sleep 
hard. Otherwise | might have 
heard. 

Run down in time to stop... 


. . »stopstopstop. 
The old, old man lullabied, count- 
ing down the depths. 


The third canto came as it always 
did at the edge of release... 
"Save. " 


But I did hear! Somewhere, behind 
the drink, the exhaustion and the 
anger, | heard you call. | heard you 
plead. Far away under the muffled 
pounding - I thought was rain - I 
heard you cry. Silly wife. You need 
me that much? Good to know and 
I went back to sleep with a smile. 


The old man's eyes brimmed with 
tears that would harden into a 
painful crust by morning. 


The last canto... he formed the 
words without speaking, his mouth 
moving as if to kiss . . ."Forever." 


This time I'll hear. This time I'll be 
ready. Call... 


And in his dreams he found a 
second chance. 


An Interview With chris P,asT, VS 


At the ripe, young age of 26, pop artist Chris Pastars knows exactly what he 
wants to do. He's won numerous grants to pursue his endeavors, both in the form 
of a full scholarship to the University of Cincinnati s Master s of Fine Arte 
program and from the Manitoba Arts Council in hig native Canada. His style— 
Corgeant Pepper meets ghetto graffiti—is larger than life, bursting with color 
and laced with symbolism. Recently, the graphic artist and his one-man 
production company Lie, Cheat, Steal Limited” took on an ambitious, 
controversial project: a series of paintings 
about the porn world. BRUTARIAN 


RN managed to pin Pastars down and pick 


sa hig brain about his work, hig passions, hig 


Pa 


perversions and other cool stuff. 


BRUTARIAN: When did you know you wanted 
to become an artist? 


CHRIS PASTARS: Pretty young, at age five. My 
interest in art was always supported by my 
parents. My grandmother is a painter from 
Latvia, so we’ ve always had art in the family so 
to speak. 


BRUT: And how did you pursue this interest? 


PASTARS: Through the usual channels. I took 
art classes in high school, studied it in college. 
But the funny thing ts, I found that I always did 
better work on my own than in class. I felt freer. 
When I look back at what I achieved, I’m most 
proud of my undergraduate work at the University 
of Manitoba in Winnipeg, where I’m from. 
BRUT: You were awarded a scholarship to the 
University of Cincinnati’s Graduate Program, 
weren't you? 


PASTARS: Right. I'm glad I went but it was a 
struggle just to get by and make my instructors 
happy. I don’t want to seem bitter because it was 
a great opportunity but I was producing work | 
didn’t like. I've since thrown all of it away. It 
was a fantastic feeling, though. As an artist, 
visuals can sometimes bog you down. It’s 
important to purge yourself once in a while. 


BRUT: Are you generally pleased with your 
work? 


PASTARS: I guess I'm never completely satisfied 
with myself as an artist but [ ve never hung up my 
brushes. [ve always just wanted to paint. | think 
the only way you can truly be an artist 1s to work. 


BRUT: Has the art world has changed much from 
when you first started? 


PASTARS: Oh, definitely. In the 1980's artists 
became stars. It was fallout from the Andy 
Warhol period. People like Basquiat, Warhol and 
Jeff Coons became icons, social butterflies. The 
80's is when artists started getting lazy living on 
reputation alone. It all got too comfortable. The 
old days of having a dealer represent you, quitting 
your job, selling a bunch of paintings and moving 
to a loft in SoHo are gone. The way people see 
art and communication is different today. The 
Internet has changed it. Pd get more visitors at a 
virtual exhibit of my work on a Web page than I'd 
get walking into an art gallery. 


| BRUT: Will the Digital Age will hurt or help art? 


PASTARS: [m not sure but I’ve always ‘painted’ 
digitally; you don’t have to wait for anything to 
dry. But there’s something I love about actually 


PASTARS: It began when I was 12and  PASTARS: | still look for something 
found a stack of adult magazines in a special about the person in the film, 

ditch, bike-riding with some friends. I something that makes them unique. | 

got to keep the VELVET Magazine with wonder what makes them tick, what makes 


Vanessa Del Rio on the cover. Of them take off their clothes and have sex 
course, I found the sex part interesting with strangers in front of a camera. When I 
but I also started wondering about the got in touch with Vanessa Del Rio recently, 
people in the pictures. Who were they? she was kind enough to sign one of my 
What were they like? My friends paintings, “The Guy Who Liked Feet.’ It 
couldn’t care less. was very nice of her to do that but I would 
have easily traded it in just to talk with her 


BRUT: What intrigues you about porn for five minutes. 
movies as an adult? 
RK | PRSNIH BRUT: Porn has become very accessible, 
sen gaa ae ee fo a) | | almost socially acceptable. 


PASTARS: It has. In the mid 80's a story 
about a porn personality on A CURRENT 
AFFAIR was a rarity. But ten years later, 
there’s a porn chic. I don’t know if that’s 
good or bad. 


painting. The sheer size of a canvas, 
the aesthetics, the feel of a brush in 
my hand. There’s nothing like it. 
BRUT: Its interesting that you're now 
BRUT: Where do you think art will trying to mesh art with porn. 
be inten years? = ae we i M 

PASTARS: I believe porn IS art, a 
creative multimedia art. And I support art 
in all forms. Who’s to say what’s valid 
and what isn’t? I also find the politics of 
pornography intriguing. My project is 
outlaws. Money has destroyed art and §& _ = x l y much more complex than a bunch of 

now artists have to be more concerned | me | naked bodies on a canvas. Anyone can 
paint that. But I want to paint what goes 
on behind the camera, what leads people 
| : A there, how they feel about being there and 
food and paints isn’t an l ni avena a | "RN nakit how society views these sexual outlaws. 
easy one. : | : 8 


PASTARS: The National Endowment 
for the Arts (NEA) isn’t giving as 
many individual grants as they used 
to. In asense, artists have become 


about economics. Art gets confusing 
when money comes into play. The 
choice between buying 


Top Loft: John Cougar Šnowmancamp 46°x40° 
Middle: CAD 44°x40" 

Loft: Mickey, Minnie s Me 46°x40" 
Below: Are we not Artiste? 46°x40" 


BRUT: What does art 
mean to you personally? 


PASTARS: Making art 
is a lot of fun for me. 
There’s something that 
drives me to create. | 
have to do it. I call 
myself a political, pop 
painter yet I don’t 
consider the pop world 
very interesting. While 
Warhol’s Marilyns were 
fresh at the time, it 
would be absurd for me 
to do a series on the 
Spice Girls today. Pop 
culture is running on 
fumes now. 


BRUT: How do you 
explain your fascination 
with porn? 
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BRUT: Why doesn't your series include 
nudity? 


PASTARS: My goal is to create a group of 
paintings without one naked body in them 
because porn goes much deeper than nudity. 


BRUT: How do you tackle a 
series as large and important 
as this? 


PASTARS: I puta lot of 
research into it. I read as 
much as I can about the 
people in the industry. I’ ve 
even contacted a few 
performers. I watch movies, 
rent tapes, visit porn shops. I 
tried to get a feel for the 
whole porn community 
sensibility before I actually 
began painting. I’m not going 
to draw the whole thing in 
advance. If I did, then all 20 
paintings would probably look 
the same. 


BRUT: How will the series 
look when you’re through? 


PASTARS: I have some overall idea but 
I’m trying to take it canvas by canvas. Im 
curious at how it will turn out myself. By 
the 20th painting, I’m sure P1 be all 
porned-out. But right now, I’m just 
starting. I’m committed to giving it my all, 
to doing the best research I can and painting 
the best paintings I can. 
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BRUT: How has it progressed so far? 


PASTARS: For me, painting is the easiest 
part of the process. I don’t want to be a 
basement painter all my life. Sometimes I 
wonder if I'll ever get out of Cincinnati. 
Will I ever show my work again? 
I’ve chosen a very controversial 
subject matter and I’m consumed 
by the ‘story.’ It’s the biggest 
thing I’ve ever taken on. The 
paintings themselves will be 
larger than life, 46 x 50 inches 
each. 


BRUT: How did you decide on 
this project specifically? 


PASTARS: It probably goes back 
to coldest winter I’ve ever 
experienced. Triple X films 
were finally legal in Canada. 
The pornography I fell in love 
with at age 12 was finally 


Loft: Arehieland 46"x40" 
Below: adaption of "A Diary” 46"x40" 
Below Right: Art Polico 44"x40" 


available. But I quickly learned that 
most adult movies were the same. They 
had poor film quality, bad acting, bad 
editing. Then I saw someone who was 
very different. Jerry Butler. He put 
passion and heart into his roles, not just 
into the sex, but into the characters he 
portrayed. 


BRUT: What was the first movie you saw 
him in? 


PASTARS: NO ONE TO LOVE. And I 
immediately thought, ‘Who is this guy?’ | 
was impressed with his dramatic 
performance. I tried to rent more of his 
movies but they were few and far between. 
Then, in 1994, I saw him on THE SALLY 
JESSY RAPHAEL SHOW. He mentioned 
that he’d written a book. I tried to find 
RAW TALENT but there was no way in 
Winnipeg. A short time later, I saw him on 
GERALDO. Jerry was so negative about 
the industry and about his life, I thought 
he’d be dead by the time the show aired. | 
finally spotted RAW TALENT un a catalog 
when I was at the University of Cincinnati 
and ordered it immediately. I think I read it 
in one day. 


BRUT: You probably contacted me around 
the same time. 


PASTARS: I wrote a letter to the publisher, 
PROMETHEUS BOOKS, and they 
forwarded it to you. I was surprised when 
you answered back. Then you sent my 
letters to Jerry Butler. | didn’t think he 
would even talk to me. I figured porn 
performers were constantly surrounded by 
people who wanted something from them. 


BRUT: They are, but not people who are 
interested in THEM. 


PASTA RS: I didn’t realize that at the time. 
Well, one day, I was surprised by a phone 
call from Jerry. He seemed genuinely 
interested in my project. He gave me his 
address and telephone number. I sent hima 
bunch of questions. At best, he would jot 
down ten sentences in response but his 


handwriting was so bad, I couldn’t decipher 


it. I eventually bought a little hand-held 
tape recorder and sent it to him. I didn’t 
hear back from him for a few weeks. I 
thought Id insulted him. Then I got a 90- 
minute tape in the mail. Both sides were 
full. I have quite a few of them now. 


BRUT: What are the tapes like? 


PASTARS: On one of 
them, he answered my 
questions, let me listen in 
on a phone call, sang ‘My 
Way’ on his Karaoke 
machine and let his stepson 
talk into the tape recorder 
as they drove to church. 


BRUT: Typical Jerry. 
What does he think about 
your project now? 


PASTARS: He still feels 
positive about it. Jerry 
thinks the series should 
reflect the roller coaster 
ride of a porn person’s life. 
He’s been out of the 
industry more than five 
years. But one day, he was 
really down because he 
was offered $5,000 to 
make a film. That was ten 
times what he used to 
make and he happened to have the summer 
off. (Editor's Note: Jerry Butler now 
drives a school bus for the NYC Board of 
Education.) He was seriously considering 
getting back into the crazy situation that 
almost destroyed him. I was depressed for 
days after our phone conversation. 


BRUT: It looks like you’re getting caught 
up in the porn swirl. 


PASTARS: How can I not? But just the 
same, I see how people can get frustrated 
with Jerry. He constantly contradicts 
himself. He’s all over the place, 


undependable, childish, then suddenly, very 


serious. But there’s something about him 
that’s so earnest, unique and entertaining. | 
hope I can translate it onto canvas. 


BRUT: Have you gotten any feedback on 
the project? 


PASTARS: Any artist I tell finds it 
fascinating. They always offer to help. 


People like my landlord and my girlfriend’s 


mom have an “Oh, that’s nice..." 
sort of response—they think I’m a 
pervert. I also spoke to Larry 
Flynt’s brother at his video store 
here in Cincinnati but he just 
didn’t seem to get it. 


BRUT: How many paintings have 
you completed so far? 
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Above: Gag Pumper 46°x40" 
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PASTA RS: I have quite a few 
rough sketches and four 
paintings in the works but only 
two are finished. I consider 
them to be the best work I’ve 
ever done. 


BRUT: [m totally ignorant of 
the artistic process. How do you 
work? 


PASTARS: I always work on at 
least three paintings at a time. 
The reason for this is technical. 
I’m basically waiting for oil 
paint to dry. This can take as 
long as two weeks. Rather than just sit and 
wait, I start on another. 


whatever I wanted than I do in Cincinnati. | 
once did a political cartoon in Manitoba 
criticizing the Mayor and it was published 
on the front of the local paper. Something 
like that would be more difficult to do here 
because artists are seen as outcasts, bad 


BRUT: I understand the censorship laws in 
Canada are even worse than they are here in 
the US. Have you ever felt impeded by 

them? guys. 
PASTARS: To tell the truth, I felt more at 
home in Winnipeg knowing I could paint 


BRUT: How would you describe the 
situation in other countries? 


PASTARS: In Canada and England, there’s 
more government support for the arts. In 
the US, the cost of one nuclear warhead is 
more than they put into the arts for one 
year. Then you have those First 
Amendment issues which inevitably arise. 
I’ve seen commissions supported by the 
Manitoba Arts Council which are far 
raunchier than ‘Piss Christ,’ which put NEA 
opposers in an uproar. Winnipeg is 
considered conservative by Canadian 
standards but it doesn’t even come close to 
the Republican attitude of Cincinnati. 


BRUT: Have you applied for a US grant for 
your porn series? 
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PASTARS: | 
haven’ t 
applied for 
Ohio Arts 
Council Grant 
yet but I 
asked for a 
Canadian 
grant. I’m 
big in 
Canada, but a 
nobody here. 


BRUT: Pm 
curious about 
why you 
came back. 


PASTARS: 
After I got 
my MFA in 
Cincinnati, | 


TOP: The Guy Who Likes Feet 
40'x46" 

Right: Cravin’ 46"x40" 
Below: On the Bus with the 
Northern. .. 40"x46" 


went back 
home. Big 
mistake. 
Winnipeg 
didn’t even 
know what 
an MFA 
was. I'd 
probably be 
pumping 
gas right now if I didn’t leave. 


BRUT: Do you think you’ll get funding to 
complete the project? 


PASTARS: Sometimes I feel hopeful but 


then other times I wonder if anyone really 
cares about an aging sex star. 


BRUT: I understand you're going to attend 
your first porn convention, the East Coast 
Video Show. Any expectations? 


PASTARS: I plan on printing out fliers 
about my project to hand out to interested 
parties. Whatever I find at the video show, 
it should be interesting finally getting to 
meet the people I’ve seen in porn movies all 
these years. 


BRUT: Samuel L. Jackson said the best 
part of doing those comedic ad spots for the 
MTV Movie Awards was getting to meet 
Ron Jeremy. 


PASTARS: No doubt. Maybe [II be 
disappointed. Maybe no one will talk to 
me. But I timed my trip to New York City 
to coincide with the convention. I’m going 
to visit art galleries trying to get some 
support for my project. Then I’m going to 
the convention in Atlantic City to test it out 
on the adult video community. 


BRUT: What are people’s reactions to your 
art in general? 
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PASTA RS: I've shown work in moderate to 
small galleries, in group shows and in solo 
shows. People have always been 
entertained by my work. They get a good 
chuckle. It’s fun, playful and everyone 
usually has a different favorite painting. I 
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Making Money Minneapolis Style 
46"x40" 
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like putting short 
explanations beside 
them, telling people 
more about the 
inspiration for the 
work. I always attend 
my openings and | 
make a point of talking 
to people. Getting 
feedback is important. 
Painting isn’t about 
working alone in a 
studio. I’ve gotten 
more helpful feedback 
from construction 
workers than from 
some of the art teachers I’ve had. 


BRUT: How about art critics? 


PASTARS: I never pay much attention to them. 


They’re usually morons who love art but are bitter 


because they can’t even draw themselves out of a 
paper bag. 


BRUT: Your work is 
filled with symbolism. 
What’s the significance 
of the Snowman in your 
paintings? 


PASTARS: The 
Snowman is me. He’s 
Canadian, he’s cold. 
Because he’s cute, I can 
have him do practically 
anything and he’ll get a 
laugh. He’s sort of my 
Homer Simpson. But 
then most of my 


me. Like the Crying 
Kid. He’s the whining 
artist in me or the kid in 
all of us. 


BRUT: How about the 
bald guy? 


PASTARS: The 
Balding Businessman is 


characters are aspects of 


Cometimes | feel hopeful but then 
other times | wonder if anyone really 
cares about an aging sex star. 


someone who followed me to my car from a porn 
shop one day. He was looking at movies in the 
gay section and when I left the store, he left the 
Store. 


BRUT: And the Cheerleader? 


PASTARS: I saw her once at Show World, that 
big porn emporium on 42nd Street the last time | 
was in Times Square. She was dressed like a 
cheerleader instead of in lingerie like all the 
others. I never forgot that. I hope I can find her 
and show her my work. 


BRUT: When was the last time you were there? 
PASTARS: March of 1996. 


BRUT: Times Square has changed a lot since 
then. You'll hardly recognize it. And with the 
new zoning laws, Show World might not be there 
for long. What do you think you’ ll find? 


PASTARS: [m not sure. But I saw it differently 
after I read RAW TALENT. | think the whole 
Times Square phenomena has more to do with 
social class, immigration, life’s choices and 
Disney than anything else. In 1986, you could 
watch two people having sex on stage. Because 
of AIDS that was eliminated and live sex shows 
have been replaced by glossy movie boxes. I’m 
convinced there’s more to this industry than what 
appears on the surface and that my work can 
achieve something fresh, new and informative. 


BRUT: What are your hopes for the future? 


PASTARS: What would make me happy? A 
successful series of paintings about the X-rated 
industry that has blood, sweat and tears in it. 
Knowing that I did the best I could do. I want it 
to reach as many people as possible and post my 
work on the Internet. I would like to have a 
gallery show in New York City or Berlin rather 
than Cincinnati. But then, Cincinnati’s not so bad 
after all. 


Those interested in viewing more of the artists’ 
work can contact him at 513-961-3613. 
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Ben “Rock” Gadsen sat by himself at an alcove 
table at Marino’s Pier on City Island while the 
rest of the shift celebrated his best friend’s 
retirement. Devils whispered in his ear: “You 
only want to deny God your soul." 

He bit the inside of his cheek until the pain 
chased the voices away. 

Odessa Simon drifted away from the forty 
sanitation workers drinking and singing and 
running the waitresses ragged in his honor and 
sat opposite Rock. They both looked out on the 
sail boats bobbing in their slips, the boats on the 
rippling water. Rock squinted his eyes against 
the sun light glittering like diamond tears on the 
bay. Sealed in the restaurant’s air conditioned 
environment, the closest thing to the sea Rock 
could smell was the garlic and herbs coming off 
the fish being prepared in the kitchen. 

“Got something for you," Odessa said, 
taking a box out of his shoulder bag. He smiled, 
leaned back and straightened the tie to his 
Church suit while waiting for his friend’s 
reaction. 

Rock took out the larger, brown-paper 
wrapped package out of the shopping bag 
between his legs. “I’m the one that’s supposed 
to be giving you a going away present, old man.” 
He avoided Odessa’s gaze and reached for the 
smaller package. 

Odessa put a hand over his. “Not for here, 
buddy. You know how those rookies get. It’s 
just a little something I found. For your 
collection. This one you don’t have to send out 
to clean.” 

Rock grunted, wincing a little as the lie he 
had told his friend came back to him. He 
palmed the package in one big hand and dropped 
in his bag while Odessa unwrapped his gift. “So 
you set to go down to Virginia?” 

Over the crackle of the unwrapping, Odessa 
replied, “Yeah, me and Gussie are all packed. 
We haven't sold the house, yet, but our kids’ ll 
take care of it and we’ll come back for the 
closing. The movers are coming Saturday. You 
got the address, right?" 

“Still don't understand why you got to 
move.” 

"Who the hell wants to stay in Brooklyn? 
Between the damn yuppies and gangsters, hell— 
I just can't take the city no more." 

“It’s gotten better.” 

“Me and Gussie are too old for the hustle 
and the grind." Odessa let the paper drop, hefted 
the white gift box. “So are you and Jackie 
coming down soon?" 
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Rock stared at the water, into the hard white 
brilliance shining between the ripples, until the 
light made his eyes water and he had to wipe 
them with the place setting's napkin. “Not ready 
to retire, D.” 

“They got doctors and hospitals for Jackie 
down South, too, you know. Cost of living’s 
lower. You can fish. And you got family down 
there in South Carolina —' 

"You know, | called my sister last week. 
Just to see how my nieces and nephews were 
doing. Like you said | should do. She hung up 
on me. Still angry about what happened when 
we were kids. About our brother, of course. 
Maybe the bones, too, | guess." 

Odessa set the box on the table, tapped his 
fingers on the lid. “Come on, Rock. You older 
than me. You the oldest damned idiot at the 
depot. You gonna die hauling people’s 
garbage?” 

“Tm just not ready yet.” 

“Don’t want to leave your girl Claire buried 
alone in Evergreen Cemetery?” 

“Too many changes these last ten years, D. 
Got to deal with too many 

damned things. You got your family, 
Gussie, your kids, your religion. | got nothing 
but poor old Jackie, and that's like taking care of 
my mother. Yeah, | got her, and this damn job. 
So I just got to keep going, D. | got to.” 

“You got bones, too, don’t forget.” 

Rock looked up and exchanged a look with 
his best, his only friend. His heart beat a little 
faster. His palms itched with sweat. For a 
moment, he wondered if Odessa knew, if his 
friend had sneaked over to his house in Ozone 
Park and snuck into the basement and found out 
what he’d laid out, found the notes. He searched 
Odessa’s eyes for the knowledge old Boneman 
had given him long ago, that had cost him his 
brother’s life, and he licked his dry lips and felt a 
little sick at the possibility that he might have to 
kill his only friend in the world because he 
knew, and would want to stop him. 

But Odessa blinked and shook his head, 
rolled his eyes, twisted his face into an 
expression of mock disgust. He opened the box 
and fumbled with packing material and tissue 
paper. “I’m going to miss the hell out of you, 
Rock.” 

“Same here." 

“You come down and visit, understand?” 

“Well, with Jackie and everything...” 

Odessa looked up before tearing away the 
last of the tissue paper. “If anything happens, 


you know, with Jackie, | want a promise you'll 
get the hell out of here, come down to Virginia. 
Stay with us. We’ll help you get set up. 
Understand?” 

Rock did not answer. Instead, he watched 
his friend remove the last veil from the gift. 
Odessa’s mouth hung open. His eyes, fixed on 
the box, widened. Irish and Hitman, at the 
periphery of the party, happened to turn and 
catch sight of Odessa and Rock sitting alone 
together. 

“Yo, look, man, they’re sitting over there 
like a couple of goddam faggots!” Irish shouted. 

"Hey, you holding hands or dicks under the 
table?” Hitman asked. 

The retirement party whooped with one 
voice and descended on the table like a herd of 
stampeding cattle. The two couples and family 
sitting at the other end of the pier restaurant 
looked up at the noise. 

Reggae, who had no dreads and was born in 
Trinidad, reached the table first. His lyrical 
Caribbean accent froze the assembly as he 
shouted, “Holy shit, man!” 

Odessa closed his eyes. Chuckled. 
Laughed. Put the box down, leaned back, and 
roared his laughter. Tears streamed down his 
cheeks, and his body shook until Rock was 
afraid his heart would give out. 

Zoran, wearing a muscle shirt despite the 
formal occasion, grabbed the laminated plaque 
and held it over his head. His muscles twitched 
and he beamed his best would-be body builder’s 
showtime smile. The snake skeleton mounted on 
the plaque, in the shape of a “D,” danced in his 
hands. 

Zoran pushed his way through the crowd, 
back to the retirement party’s long table, and 
chased the waitresses with the plaque while 
making hissing sounds. The other young 
sanitation men followed on Zoran’s heels, while 
the older men drifted after them, laughing and 
encouraging the pursuit. 

“Bet you didn’t know snakes had veterbrae," 
Rock said, leaning over the table. 

Odessa stood, still laughing. He shook 
Rock’s hand. “I tell you one thing, Gussie and 
me’ll never forget you with that thing hanging 
on our wall. Our basement wall, if I know 
Gussie. Like | always said, I don't even want to 
know where you get this stuff.” 

As his friend walked after the rest of the 
shift, Rock followed. He said, “No, you don’t.” 

But not loud enough for anyone to hear. 
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Jackie was sleeping by the time Rock 
came home. The attendant had left a 
note confirming his wife had taken her 
medication and everything was fine. 
He went up to the bedroom and looked 
in on her. She was not dead, according 
to her monitor. She was only asleep, 
curled like a dried sliver of flesh, mind 
mummified by strokes and tragedy, 
body withered by death’s intimacy. A 
medicinal smell permeated the room 
like old-fashioned mothball stink in a 
closet. Tired as he was from the drink 
and the party and watching D leave the 
job for the last time, he didn’t climb 
into the extra bed squeezed next to his 
wife's. Instead, he went to the attic. 
Turned on the light. Stood in Claire’s 
room for a while, looking at the 
childhood dolls spread across her old 
bed, the pictures chronicling her thirty 
five years covering the walls, and the 
dusty boxes containing clothes, books, 
diaries, all salvaged from the apartment 
she and her husband had lived in before 
the car crash. 

He listened to the grandfather 
clock’s tick-tocking in the downstairs 
hallway; felt the weight of time on his 
shoulders. The devils were quiet. 

He felt cold and weary enough to 
lay in his daughter’s bed and join her in 
her sleep. But there was business to 
finish. He went back to the second 
floor, opened the only other room’s 
door. Entered the den, where skulls and 
bones from his public collection were 
arrayed like archeological pieces in a 
bookcase. He opened D’s present to 
him. Smiled. A coyote skull, certified 
authentic by the Southwestern catalog 
company whose pamphlet was attached 
by string through an eye socket, lay in 
dramatic contrast to its black packing 
material. Another one for the 
collection, and not anything he’d find 
in the city. It was as much as D 
understood about Rock’s relationship 
with bone. 

Rock put the box up on a shelf. His 
eyes burned, and he went to the desk, 
took a deep breath, suddenly eager to 
lose himself in figuring bills and 
payments. He had promised himself he 
wouldn’t cry. But as he had done at his 


daughter’s funeral, and at the hospital 
when the doctor told him how small 
chances were for Jackie’s full recovery, 
he wept. 

His chest hurt. His throat burned, 
like a boy’s first taste of alcohol. His 
stomach churned and his fingers closed 
on nothing, and when he had no more 
tears he did not feel better. 

That was the worst of it. He had 
heard all his life that crying was a 
release. A good weep took the pressure 
off, even if 1t was for only a little while. 
But it never had. Not for him. 

He got up, scattering bills. 
Sobered, he looked to the door. 
Downstairs. He had to go down and do 
his real work. Time was passing. 
Being tired was not an option. The 
world, his life, was changing. And as 
Boneman used to say, when changes 
piled up and came down in bunches, 
they could leave a man buried before 
his time. Which was a shame, when 
there was no reason for a man to ever 
reach his time. 

The stairs creaked like old doors 
closing as he descended to the 
basement. A single working bulb at the 
bottom of the stairs lit the way like a 
faint lighthouse beacon, guiding him 
down past peeling paint, water stains, 
cracks in the plaster walls. He 
unlocked the first door, picked his way 
through the musty basement’s clutter, 
passed through the second locked door 
that most people took to be a closet. In 
the small space’s coffin darkness, he 
fumbled for the key to his inner 
sanctum. The former farmhouse’s 
years of history seemed thick in the air, 
and he felt as if he were breathing in the 
invisible memories of other families. 
His hands shook. 

No more tragedies, no more pain, 
he wanted to say. He kept his lips 
pursed shut to keep the laden air out. 

The third door’s lock clicked open. 

The chemical smell hit him first. 
The rustling of beetles in their jars, 
cleansing bone, came to him like the 
whispering of devils. He snapped the 
light on. Grew calm when he saw his 
workshop remained undisturbed. Two 
partial skeleton bodies were laid out on 


a pair of tables that took up most of the space. 
The shape was human, the structure was not. 

The bones he had collected over the years, 
God's bones, as Boneman would have said, 
reassured him with the promise they held. 
Rebirth. A new life for him, for Jackie. Too late 
for Claire and her husband, of course. 

Thoughts tangled in sorrow lost their train. 
Rock turned to the worktable, where the remains 
of his latest project, D's plague, needed cleaning 
up. The meat he had already disposed of, but 
there were some veterbrae left unused, and skin, 
as well as wood, sealant, tools. He turned on the 
tiny vent fan and busied himself with routine 
tasks, letting his mind, run over old, familiar 


paths. 


Rock had discovenki the snake where he 
found all the items he collected: in the garbage. 
The residential containers on his official rounds 
had little to offer, Most normal people buried 
their pets, or took bedi! lo a vet before they died. 


cleaning and salishing: a ridged baboon skul 
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too small for his purposes, but still valuable as a 
trade item. He took the laptop from another 
shelf, plugged in the line extension from the 
upstairs phone, connected to his server, reviewed 
his email. He found nothing he could use on the 
queries about his own inventory, shaking his 
head at another offer of a mummified Maori 
tattooed head, with documentation dating back 
to the early 1800's. He deleted the message, 
along with those offering Egyptian mummies, 
whole or parts, as well as bones — human and 
animal — recovered from disasters, prisons, 
deserts, glaciers, freak shows, zoos. The 
lowering of the Iron Curtain, as well as 
improved relations and communications with 
mainland China, had opened the markets 
considerably in recent years and he had found 
some useful items. But recently, as his project 
neared completion, finding the final components 
had become increasingly difficult. A quick scan 
of his favorite boards yielded 

nothing. He closed his eyes for a moment, 
took a deep breath, fought against the 
disappointment. There was no time to wallow in 
self-pity, in hurt or frustration. 

He shut down the computer, replaced it. Ran 
his fingers over the ridged skull, listening once 
again with his flesh, bones, soul, for the 
resonance of God’s voice. 

Silence. Of course. He'd listened before, 
knew the bone didn’t belong to him. Foolish old 
man. 

Desperate old man. 

He put the skull back in the box. The image 
of Odessa opening his gift came to him, 
unbidden. Suddenly, something burst inside of 
him and he laughed. Bent over, hanging on to 
the table, taking huge gulps of air between 
torrents of hysterical release. What would his 
old friend, the boys at work, think if they knew? 
Here he was, cleaning bones, using computers, 
listening for God’s voice. Bad enough they all 
considered him part-crazy, with what little they 
knew of his obsession with bones. What would 
they say? Do? 

Put him in a hospital for crazy old black men 
who thought they could regain a measure of 


God’s Word, the impressions of God’s Hand. 
Kill him, slowly, with sympathy and kindness 
and sorrow, then bury him in the same earth that 
held his daughter, his brother, Boneman, and all 
the other unfulfilled souls in God’s creation. 

He sobered, wiped sweat from his face, put 
the box back up with the rest of his small 
inventory. Before he went back upstairs, he took 


a walk around the tables on which his and 
_Jackie’s future bodies had been laid out. 


Human, mammal, lizard, fish. Pieces from 
ks of nature, cobbled together to form other 
<s. On the tables, the skeletons looked like 
ches of horrific aliens for the latest 


Rock caressed : a Hib that curved inward and 


“came to barbed point. Resonance with God's 


youth, a touch of immortality, from the echoes of 


Word and Touch filled him: a sound, low, 
vibratory, like the beating of humanity’s hearts; 
a touch, warm, feathery, like the wing of a 
burning angel. He belonged to the bones; they 
belonged to him. As dangerous as it appeared to 
be, the rib fit him. He wondered how it would 
feel inside him, or if he would feel it at all when 
the time came to Boneman’s spell to shape new 
flesh over the old bone. Boneman never told 
him that part. Boneman never got that far. 

The room seemed to collapse around Rock. 
His mouth went dry, sour. Dizziness shot of 
cold blade of fear into his heart. 

The magnitude of what he was attempting 
loomed over him like the suddenly crazy-tit 
house walls. His calm sureness of purpose 
drained away. Madness stared at him from 
every bone, jar, box, shelf. 

Boneman never found out if his mojo made 
His life’s work lay unfinished in his 
shack when he died, snakebit, the last of that 
venom’s antidote used the night before to save 
Rock’s cousin. The man never had a chance to 
mix a fresh batch. It was Rock who convinced 
his brother Clarence, both of them Boneman's 
half-assed secret assistants and students, to read 
the notes and bring their teacher back. Or talk to 
him in the next world. Or something. Neither of 
them had been quite sure what Boneman had 
been carrying on about half the time, and 
Boneman had been careful, or crazy, enough to 
keep sense just out of their reach. 

Rock had not had any choice in bringing 
Clarence in on the scheme. But even if Rock 
could have read at the time, he would have 
wanted his younger brother with him. They 
never did anything without each other. At least, 
Rock remembered, he never did. 

It was Clarence who died in the shack fire, 
caught by the explosion that jumped out like a 
roaring red bear of the mixture they set to 
boiling in Boneman’s pot. Rock was the one 
who survived, though nobody appreciated his 
luck when the full story of their foolishness 
came out. Being young earned no forgiveness. 
Everybody in the county knew Boneman was 
crazy, good only for roots medicine. Rock had 
been the oldest, he should have known better. 
Everyone said devils had his ear, just like 
Boneman. 

He went north, did a tour in the Army, made 
a life for himself. Carried Boneman’s dreams, or 
his devils, with him. 

Desperation clawed at Rock’s skin. When 
had he decided he could hear and feel God in the 
bones of aberrations? Before or after Clarence 
died — he couldn’t remember. It was a thing 
Boneman claimed he was able to do, so Rock 
had to be able to do it, as well. A child’s 
challenge of death, trapped in a corner of a 
man’s heart. 

But what kept the challenge alive? What 
was he doing, still walking the road Boneman 
had walked? Fear, but more than the fear of 
death’s little box in the earth. Pain. His 
brother’s death and his family’s shunning 
gnawed at his heart. The love of a wife and a 


sense. 


daughter had done nothing to dull that agony. 
Their death, physical and emotional, only 
sharpened the memories haunting him. 

In the gloom of guilt, Boneman's magic 
shimmered in his mind like a seaman's Fata 
Morgana, promising a clear and steady light that 
would reveal truth and provide comfort. He 
followed the warped reflection of a reality he 
could only guess at. Life after death, death after 
a life, the twin concepts had a troubling tendency 
to merge in Boneman's old rants and notes. But 
he had nothing else to follow. Never had. 

How had he carried the burden of secrets for 
so long? He couldn't say. Everything had 
seemed so normal, for so long. The basement 
workshop had evolved over the years from a 
hobby room to his private sanctum. The bones 
had accumulated slowly in the house, Jackie 
shaking her head at her country-husband's 
strange obsessions, calling him senile before his 
time. Claire, growing with his collection, taking 
them for granted. His family, like everyone else, 
became accustomed to the public collection and 
to what he allowed others to see about his 
fascination with bones. His time locked away in 
the basement workshop became invisible, a part 
of the background, like weather and television 
and work. Jackie stood by, giving him a man's 
room to pursue what foolishness he wanted, as 
long as he supported his family and didn’t run 
around. She even accepted his late night rounds, 
trusting in time that his search was not for 
earthly pleasures. Going and coming in his 
workman’s stench reassured her. 

But things changed. Just like when he was a 
kid. A death, an explosion, another death, and 
suddenly his childhood world was gone. 
Suddenly, inexplicably, he had no one. Years 
later, the changes came more slowly, as if time 
itself had lost its youthful vigor. But still the 
changes came. Claire, Jackie, Odessa: pieces of 
his life lost along the way. And suddenly, he 
was lost himself. 

Devils whispered to him, instead of God. 
They said, “You are alone. You will always be 
alone. Even if you live forever, you will be 
alone.” 

He tumbled, fell, landed. Fire from the past 
burned bright in his eyes, blinding him. The 
memory of heat singing his hair, roasting his 
flesh, made him flinch. A roaring like God’s 
rage shook his bones. The laughter of devils 
followed, marking his fall. 

Falling still, years later, into madness or 
grace, devils laughing, listening to God’s silence 
in the space where echoes of His Creation 
sounded. 

Rock found himself on the floor, gathered in 
a ball, arms covering his head as if expecting a 
blow. The basement room was just his 
workshop. The house was just a house, wood 
frame, old, creaking, but standing, not collapsing 
into him. His heart was slowing back to its 
normal rhythm; his skin was no longer a bed for 
restless insects. The devils had stopped 
whispering. 

A few more pieces. That was all he needed. 


Just a few more, for the heads, and the figures 
would be complete. Then he would do it. Too 
late for his daughter, for his brother, but not for 
him and Jackie. Into their new houses they 
would go, Boneman’s sorcery paving the way. 
Do it soon, before more changes warped his life, 
before he lost the nerve, the hunger, the madness 
to try. 

Feeling disconnected from the everyday 
world, he went upstairs. He looked in on Jackie, 
found her sleeping. He kissed her forehead. She 
didn’t respond. The medical monitor indicated 
her vital signs were normal. He left her, trusting 
his faith that he would find her still alive when 
he got back. The night gathered him into its 
dark heart. 
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A jet roared on its take off run as Rock drove 
along a service road next to LaGuardia Airport. 
Street lamps flashed past, at long intervals. 
Devils whispered in his ear. 

He had visited two trash bins already, one 
behind the Marriot, the other by a cluster of 
industrial buildings on 25th Avenue. Neither 
had yielded anything. He continued to search, 
afraid to go home. 

"You always wanted a son," 
whispered. 

"Shut up," Rock answered. When they were 
loud, insistent, it helped to yell back at them. It 
was another reason he liked to take drives at 
night and look for bones by himself. 

“Someone to replace Clarence.” 

"That's not true.” 

"But now you want to punish God for taking 
Claire, the daughter you never wanted.” 

“I’ve been doing it for us. Me, Claire, 
Jackie. Now, just me and Claire. That’s all.” 

“Liar. You would live forever between the 
devil and the Lord. Because Boneman corrupted 
you. Because you killed Clarence and you can’t 
face Judgement. Because you're one of us.” 

"No, I’m not.” 

The devils whispered, their words no longer 
human but sounds dredged up from primal rage 
and fear and hunger. 

Though weary, there were hours to go before 
he could fall asleep. After 

checking for police, he drove to an illegal 
dump on a dirt road between Flushing Meadow 
Park and the airport. He had found pieces here, 
over the years. 

Another jet took off. His flash light beam 
sliced through the air, cutting over brush, tires, 
appliances. Dogs barked nearby. Rats, fowl, 
snakes, rustled and slithered along the damp 
ground as he poked around with a stick. The 
smell of jet fuel and exhaust mingled with rgi R 
vegetation, shit and brackish water. 

He found a new pile of boxes and bags. % 
cat hissed as her litter darted out. Rock pi nel 
holes through soggy cardboard, sifted tht oug! 
small mechanical parts that made him wis 
Boneman had known how to use machin : 
instead of bones. sa | 

A cry, nearly drowned out by airport so 
caught his attention. He sifted through plastic. 


the devils 


garbage bags. A dog growled behind him. Rock 
raised the stick, took a few swings. The dog 
backed away, barking. He went back to the pile, 
hands trembling, breathing heavily. Another dog 
appeared to his left, baring its teeth as he pinned 
it in the light. A small, cloth bag fell into his 
hands. Dark, wet stains spotted the material. 

God's voice reverberated through him like 
the final, fading note of a symphony performed 
by ghosts in an abandoned cathedral. 

Rock held the bag close: 
was meat on the bone. T dod 

dogs wanted it. He. hcaded back to the car, 
ERIK the stick back and forth. Two more 


as "mi trotted back, ihing out as he went. He 
fell into the car, reached for the door. A dog 
caught his forearm in its jaws. He tore lose, 
forced the dog back with a kiok, slammed the 


away oniy to check his; , 
hadn't bitten Shey his 


ae ; 
God' s voice echoed i in his mi 


ïe Bones 


iban ndoned it for wild deus te to consume. Left it 


continued on page 70 
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On Manor's 


To make up for a lack of the treasured 
“Extraordinary Insight” tidbits last 
issue, I’ve included an extra helping 
this time. But first, this message from 
the Psychotic Fiends Network. 

Among the billions of useless 
beings who really irk me are the ones 
so fascinated by the concept of sound 
waves, they feel obligated to make 
them ‘round the clock with their every 
deed. Ever spend any extended time 
with someone who finds it necessary 
to nasally inhale and exhale 
excessively deep--and, thus, noisily-- 
the entire time? Being it’s so 
unnatural, rest assured they’re doing it 
(a) because of their endless 
fascination with self-created sound 
effects and (b) to annoy you. Within 
the first hour with one of these 
irritants--or their cousins, the sniff- 
every-two-seconds-rather-than-use-a- 
tissue pigs--my mind speedily reels 
with the many ways I can silence 
these respiratory recitals. 
Permanently. Hey, if you don’t know 
how to breathe, don’t do it! 

The awake-snorers often are the 
sort of ill-bred louts who are under the 
impression the gums secrete a special 
food enhancement endorphin if one 
performs something akin to air- 
kissing while dining. Having made 
this remarkable biological discovery-- 
no doubt gleaned from observing the 
eating habits at the local stockyard-- 
the masterminds have gone on to 
conclude that chewing with the lips 
together creates a toxin akin to asp 
venom and should be avoided at all 
costs. This is, of course, utter 
nonsense; the legitimate explanation 
is rather simplistic: They are slobs. 

Anyone who remained awake 
through half of Psych 101 can go into 
a riff about how Ms. and Mr. Oink 
possess an overwhelming need for the 
attention they never received enough 
of as a little squirt (what with daddy 
in a drunken stupor on the couch and 
mommy out entertaining whichever 
Marine unit was in town.) Let’s see, 
these infantile losers can’t get over 
not being the center of the entire 
universe twenty years ago, so now 
WE have to suffer for it? Then please 
allow me to express how your 
incessant humming, toe-tapping, key- 
rattling, teeth-sucking, going-”’ahh”- 
after-every-beer-sip self has gotten so 
much of our attention, I have the 


intense desire to powerslam you on a 
bed of nails. No need to fret: Just 
think of all the noise you’ ll be 
responsible for then! 


EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: Iam 
SO sick of the rote “If you strive for 
it, it will happen” speech from those 
who did exceptionally well in their 
fields. Like nobody amongst those 
who failed didn’t also put their whole 
heart into a goal....If huffing glue gets 
one high, shouldn't one get ten times 
as wrecked sniffing 
Superglue?...Terrifying The 
Neighbors, Trick 457: Knock on their 
door with a petition for just your 
block to secede from the Union; as 
they warily eyeball the document, 
closely examine the door jam then 
purr, “No alarms. Perfect."...Enuff 
wit da funnetic spellings and numbers 
4 words in song titles. Ditto for 
rhyming “on and on” with “the break 
of dawn” and “cool” with "'fool"....No 
joke: When VH-1 asked 600 music 
biz types to select the “100 Greatest 
Artists [Of Rock And Roll],” among 
those to make the list were John 
Coltrane and Miles Davis. That pretty 
much says all you need to know about 
the major record labels....I bet the 
majority of rock concertgoers who do 
that hand signal--you know the one-- 
have absolutely no idea what it 
signifies. That pretty much says all 
you need to know about the major 
record Dbuyers....I you have a Clapper 
hooked to your TV, then the Clapper 
ad comes on, will the onscreen 
demonstration turn your set 

off?... When I worked in a video store, 
guys would rent porn on a Wednesday 
morning and volunteer the feeble 
excuse “I’m hosting a poker game 
tonight." Um, okay, you have card 
nights midweek and the players prefer 
to be as distracted as possible when 
gambling with their paychecks. Mm- 
hmm, sounds plausible, we believe 
you, no problem. (FYI, vid joint 
workers really REALLY don’t care 
what you rent. So make your picks 
and hit the bricks--silently.)... Back 
when smut starlets used to have last 
names, “Lynn” and “Fox” were the 
pseudonyms of choice. Wouldn't 
“Dixon” have been more 
appropriate?... Congratulations, 
Winston, for running the print ad 
reading, “If they’ re so psychic, why 


don't they call you?" 
accompanied by a pic of a 
medium with her 900-line 
number displayed. That’s 
nothing at ALL like “If 
those 900-line ‘psychics’ 
are as sharp as they claim, 
why don't they tell you 
your credit card number" 
appearing in OMM well 
before the ad ran....Psychic 
Stately predicts: One day, 
after learning how to 
properly set up a drum kit, 
somebody in Hollywood 
will discover how to make 
a beret look broken-in 
rather than like a 
Scotsman’s tam. One day | 
may pick up a newspaper 
and find there are no local 
furniture or rug dealers 
“going out of business”--a 
sure sign Armageddon is 
near....Notes to nitwits: 
Shocking but true, there is 
no “x” in “etcetera” nor 
does the cliché go "for all 
intensive purposes.” 
“Mayan” refers to a South 
American tribe and is not 
synonymous with 
“belonging to me." Low 
class dismissed.... Since 
“every day 1s Friday” at the 
TGIF restaurant chain, do 
the employees get paid 
daily?...I think its splendid 
of invoice issuers to print 
the message “Post Office 
will not deliver without 
proper postage” in the 
upper right corner of return 
envelopes. Us complete 
imbeciles wouldn’t have a 
clue, otherwise! I only 
wish they’d include other 
equally informative phrases 
such as “It is warmer in 
direct sunlight” and “Don’t 
lay on barbed wire.”... This 
makes perfect sense: 
Question a “tough guy's" 
heterosexuality and he’ ll 
tell friends he “wants a 
piece of” you....When I 
think of Anus Morisette’s 
“daring” nudie video 
debuting just before her 
second album’s pre-Xmas 
release date, one word that 


never comes to mind is 
“calculated.” Naaaah, 
never....I knew a prankster 
who told me he once 
worked in an 
exterminators’ supply 
warehouse where, when a 
new guy Started, the 
established employees 
would first assure him the 
chemicals were harmless 
then (as a rib) twitch, 
stutter, gag and drool all 
day. Is that cool or what?!? 


HUBBA HUBBA 
HONEYS: Judging from 
the total reader laziness 
displayed in prior instances 
"audience participation” 
was encouraged, I have a 
feeling I'm making a 
mammoth mistake here. 
Nonetheless, because, as 
my column clearly 
illustrates, I am an optimist 
with the highest regard for 
mankind, I ‘m going to give 
it one more shot. 

This issue I am inviting 
Brutaholics to nominate 
their own selection for 
Honeydom. As always, the 
criteria remain: the 
selectee must be a babe 
who, despite hubba-hubba 
looks and matching talent, 
has never gotten deserved 
mainstream adoration, due 
primarily to the general 
public being tunnelvisioned 
herd animals. To give you 
a few examples, previous 
Honeys include actresses 
Mary Woronov, Julie 
Newmar, and the Hammer 
Horror gals; CNN's Lynn 
Russell; and volleybelle 
Holly McPeak. 

You can either write me 
c/o Brutarian or send an e- 
mail to 

Stately @ dantenet.com. 
Worthwhile suggestions 
will be published as will 
the I.D. of the nominators. 


Your name up in ink--Wooo 
Wooo!!!! 
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plans afoot for US re-issues of your 
earlier books? 

GRAHAM JOYCE: Tor are planning 
to bring out Dark Sister next, for 
which I've offered a slightly revised 
version, and then Dreamside. 


THE BRUTARIAN: A major 
charm of your novels is the ease 
with which they slide out of the 
conventional restraints of genre. 
I've heard Dark Sister described as 
a "feminist occult-positive" novel; 
one can certainly say that it makes 
a strong case for spirituality out- 
side of the traditional Judeo- 
Christian; was that an overt intent 
on your part? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: Yes, and on that 
subject it was the first on a trajec- 
tory of three novels which culmi- 
nated in Requiem. You can't deal 
with the subject of Judeo- 
Christianity without dealing with 
the subject of sex; and you can't 
deal with the subject of sex without 
addressing feminist issues. The 
Old Testament is hideous and quite 
vile in its attitudes to women's sex- 
uality. Further than that, the split 
between the spiritual and the sexu- 
al seems unnecessary and self-hat- 
ing. This Judeo-Christian loathing 
of our biology makes me feel 
excluded from many of the things it 
has to say, so these novels were 
searching for alternative forms of 
spirituality. 


THE BRUTARIAN: In Reguiem, it 
seems that the more Tom begins to 
question his beliefs the more he 
begins to understand his own reali- 
ty. The novel is challenging 

to the reader on many levels, obvi- 
ously the critical acclaim was sub- 
stantial; did you have any problem 
getting it through the editorial 
process leaving the ending intact? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: No problems as 
such, but | did encounter some edi- 
torial nervousness. Actually it's an 
editor's job to be nervous about 
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anything unusual, and | don't mind 
that. Because a skilled editor is so 
structurally clued in, he or she can 
often overstate the case for a pat 
ending or whatever. | prefer to give 
the reader a little room to breathe 


THE BRUTARIAN: | mention the 
ending of Requiem in part because 
the market has always seemed to 
demand books that than be tidily 
packaged in a specific genre or 

at least come to a complete satisfy- 
ing resolution, a lot of what you do 
seems to fly in the face of this 
"wisdom" and be greeted with a 
great deal of acclaim. Do you see 
the traditional markets becoming a 
tad more adventurous? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: |I'm determined 
not to let this "wisdom" get me 
down. Where you do get a bit of 
space is when readers are so 
exhausted and dismayed by formu- 
laic offerings 

they abandon a genre in droves. 
Then publishers have to open the 
windows and let some air in. Of 
course this all depends on the pub- 
lishers: what is the presiding cul- 
ture at a publishing house, book- 
loving or bean-counting. 

If its bean counting and nothing 
else, we're all fucked. 


THE BRUTARIAN: In the midst 
of some very thought provoking 
novels, along came 

Spiderbite? How did that book 
happen to come about? A holiday 
from heavier themes? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: Yes, a holiday. It 
was a commission, and | wanted to 
see if | could do it. | wondered if | 
could plot flat out and sparking on 
every page to keep a young reader 
interested. When | was that age 

(at which Spiderbite is aimed) | was 
reading Alan Garner. Do you know 
his fantastic kids" books? The 
Weirdstone of Brisingamen, The 
Owl Service et al? Gorgeous 
books. | aimed for that sort of 


excitement, but it's not easy. | 
enjoyed doing it and the publishers 
asked me for another, but I've got 
too many other things on to do any 
more children's books. 


THE BRUTARIAN: | was glad to see 
you mention Garner, it's unlikely 
we'll see his like again, it's been 
thirty years or more since | read it, 
but scenes from The Weirdstone 
still stick with me... Where do you 
see the YA field heading? Is there a 
chance for a book like The Owl 
Service to get a push today? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: The YA scene 
here is hideously formulaic. R.L. 
Stine (who | guess is about a dozen 
sharecropping writers) and a series 
called Goosebumps dominate the 
market for teenagers. Teachers 
complain they can't get kids to read 
anything else. If Alan Garner came 
along today he would still get pub- 
lished, but they'd tell him to write a 
series of a dozen shorter books. 
That unigue Garner magic would 
be compressed into indistinguish- 
able wafers. Ack. 


THE BRUTARIAN: It looks like 
you've been getting a solid push 
from TOR in the states, | notice that 
they are avoiding genre labels on 
the books, do you think that's help- 
ing to broaden your readership? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: | hope. In the 
genre, while | get fantastic heart- 
warming support from the affi- 
cianada I'm never going to cut it for 
the heavy-metal end of the market. 
So | need to look wider for readers. 
But there will always be a flask of 
weird in my books because, well, | 
too am afficianada. 

THE BRUTARIAN: Publishers of 
"horror" or "dark fantasy" seem to 
be going to one extreme or another 
in packaging books: they either 
avoid labels entirely (which may 
not be a bad thing) or go to the 
ridiculous extreme of over-labeling 
with statements like " a novel of 


psychological suspense and dan- 
ger with supernatural elements". 
Do you see either of these trends 
continuing? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: They saturated 
the market, didn't they? The public 
is not stupid. They know when 
they're being given dross. The 
frantic re-labeling is a conseguence 
of all that. | like what my UK pub- 
lishers (Penguin) are doing now. 
They've dropped all the paperback 
imprints (Signet, Creed, Roc etc) 
and under the Penguin logo they 
are publishing titles which include 
Horror, Romance, Crime, without 
declaring it. Brave move. We'll see 
how it works. 


THE BRUTARIAN: You mentioned a 
number of projects that you're 
involved with just now, any that 
you can talk about? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: I've delivered my 
new novel Indigo to Penguin and 
I'm writing a novella for Pete 
Crowther. | don't write novellas - 
the 15,000 + word length has never 
made much sense to me, but he 
talked me into it over a pint. He's 
someone | like and respect very 
much, so he didn't have to twist my 
arm exactly. It's set in Leningrad 
during the 900 days siege in the 
Second World War. The story, not 
my twisted arm. 


THE BRUTARIAN: The 
Stormwatcher is a magnificent 
treatment of the mystical vs. the 
material as well as being another 
genre-breaker. What can you tell us 
about Indigo, what sort of themes 
will be explored? And is TOR pack- 
aging it as a genre title, or will they 
follow Penguin's rather courageous 
lead and call it simply "fiction"? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: Indigo, like The 
Stormwatcher, also vibrates on a 
line between the mystical and the 
material. It's different in that it is 
more aggressively in search of the 


miraculous, but I'm trying to say 
something about the searching as 
well as the-thing-sought-after. Yes, 
| think Penguin have been brave; or 
maybe the opposite is true, and 
they just think the genre is going 
through a bad patch. Whatever it is, 
they're publishing my books under 
the standard Penguin logo. | don't 
know what TOR will do, because 
they're publishing my backlist first. 


THE BRUTARIAN: In some of the 
powerful transformations of the 
characters in The 
Storm Watcher, I'm 
reminded of The 
Varieties of the 
Religious 
Experience by 
William James. Of 
course James book 
is heavily rooted in 
Judeo-Christian 
conversion; but his 
central theme of 
events (storms, 
near-death experi- 
ences, visions, etc.) 
triggering a pro- 
found psychic 
change such as 
what you've depict- 
ed in The 
Stormwatcher rings 
true. 
Was James’ book in $i 
any way influential ž 
on The 
Stormwatcher? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: 
No. I'll go and 
check it out now 
you've said that. 


THE BRUTARIAN: | can't say too 
much without spoiling the book, 
but (unless I'm wrong) it seems to 
indicate that change is the natural 
order of things and that resistance 
to change is painful and sometimes 
fatal; in other words, when the 
angel looks out of the mirror or we 
feel a storm coming we'd better be 


paying attention. Any autobio- 
graphical context here? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: Regarding the 
changes thing, plenty. Change is 
not only good for people, if you try 
to resist it, it will turn you inside 
out. Some of the unhappiest peo- 
ple | know are the ones who didn't 
make the break. This seven-year- 
cycle thing | take very seriously. 
It's why 

| quit my executive job and went to 
live in a shack on 
a Greek island to 
write novels, some 
years ago. And 
right now for me it's 
having kids, which 
is such a beautiful, 
exhausting shock to 
the psyche. 

I'm sure I'm twice 
as grouchy and 
twice as in love with 
the world, and twice 
as everything since 
having them. More 
like to the power of 
ten actually. 
Especially the sleep 
deprivation. And yet 
| keep wondering 
where are all these 
reserves of love 
coming from, 
reserves | didn't 
know | had. 


THE BRUTARIAN: 

Is there anything 
that I've not asked 
about that you'd like 
to share with the 
readers? 


GRAHAM JOYCE: Think you 
must have asked it all! 


THE BRUTARIAN: Again, 

thanks so much for agreeing to 
participate in this project! 

It’s great to see that US readers will 
soon have access to your 

earlier books. so 
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BELLE 8% SEBASTIAN 
The Boy With The Arab Strap 
(Matador) 


Everyone fancies himself a poet 
these days and | daresay most 
everyone is. Few would admit, 
however, that pain and ennui are 
constants in the lives of those 
wandering lonely as clouds. 
Belle & Sebastian, a septet from 
the wilds of Glasgow, under- 
stand the hardscrabble emotion- 
al life of the exquisitely sensitive 
soul. In song after delicate 
song, with a voice as languorous 
as a lily, Sebastian sweetly, 
somewhat sadly, sings of the 
frustrations, heartaches and 
bewilderments the melancholic is 
heir to while Belle softly swoons 
in the background. The compo- 
sitions themselves are a mix of 
lush lilting ballades and sprightly 
folk-pop confections, gorgeously 
arranged and even more gor- 
geously performed. Those who 
do not write verse will undoubt- 
edly find Arab Strap’s solipsism 
and lack of bonhomie somewhat 
fatiguing; the rest of us will con- 
gratulate ourselves on having 
discovered kindred spirits. ds 


BLOCK 
Timing is Everything 
(Capitol) 


Jamie Block’s second outing 
jumps between smart-ass atti- 
tude (Third Mall from the Sun, 
Cigarettes, Prozac and Scotch 
40 


and / Used to Manage 
PM Dawn) and lo-fi 
folky poignancy (/-95 
and Raise) with equal 
skill. With a knack for 
clever arrangements 
spliced in from a wide 
range of sources and 
deft songcraft, his 
sense of irony will 
appeal to anyone who 
purchased a Beck 
record in the last five 
years. But unlike 
Beck, he doesn't seem 
to be hiding constantly 
behind his pose. 


df 
BOLT THROWER 
Killing Zone 


(Metal Blade) 


Arrrrrrrgggghhhh ... 
death metal. Speed 
guitars buzzing 
buzzing buzzing. Feral 
growls unmodulated. 
Start and stop, start and stop, 
start and stop breaking up the 
groove. Nihilistic lyrics. All this 
in abundance here. Still, we say 
thou must buy as this rocks most 
satisfactorily. You see, these 
guys are musicians. Interplay, 
dynamics, tension and release: 
these things are important to 
them. So you can actually 
groove to guitars working with, 
rather than against, the rhythm 
section and enjoy waiting for the 
vocalist to hit his spots. And sur- 


sy... BOLT THROWER 


ne 


prise Surprise Surprise, said 
vocalist believes in modulating 
the gnarly feralisms. Why? 
Because he - all death metal 
vocalists are men - obviously 
cares. Even though “he” knows 
life is one long, dark road of tor- 
ment and therefore nothing is 
worth doing or thinking or caring 
about. Except death. Death is 
good. Death is cool. Death is 
fine. Death is... [Ranter con- 
fined to basement of The Jim 
Morrison Memorial Mortuary] ds 


$ CAFER&B 
' Black and White 
4 (It Works) 


Oh yeah! They ain't quit 
making this stuff. 
Thrasher, basher, head- 
banger dipwads take 
note. You motherfuckers 
thought you'd killed off 
ancient Hawaiian-style 
surfing in the early 70s 
with your damn sawed- 
off-half-a-surfboards-and- 
spray-thrown-in-all-direc- 
tions-for-no-reason-at-all. 

You were wrong. 

m The style and grace 

| returned with a 

E vengeance. On a board 
that allows a cocksucker 
to pick the wave up fifty 
yards outside of your piti- 
ful ass on your little 
sguash-tail thruster. 

Fuck you! 

We're gonna just 
GLIDE asshole. Knock 
down bizarrely subtle moves that 
folks with coarse sensibilities like 
yours can never hope to appreci- 
ate, and we really don't care 
what you and your buzzcut bud- 
dies think about it. 

If it was good enough for 
Hawaiian kings, then it's good 
enough for us. 

Same deal with this hot 
rhythm and blues thang we got 
going on with Cafe R & B here. 

No, this is not surf music. 

No this is not thrash skate- 


board body piercing music. 

You won't find it at Ventura 
Beach. But down on a side 
street in Chicago there's a 
sweaty little club where music 
like this THRIVES! 

Oh yeah! 

PS. Roach, whoever you are, 
sing girl, sing. Don't take no shit 
from nobody. You got the pipes. 
jm 


CRUMB 
seconds>minutes>hours 
(Red Ant) 


s>m>h sure sounds spiffy: it’s 
radio-ready pop with big guitars, 
crashing drums, and the like. 
But it doesn’t sound much differ- 
ent from the rest of the crap that 
passes for modern rock radio 
these days. Vocalist Robby 
Cronholm lacks both style and a 


CRUMB 


compelling viewpoint, and his 
bandmates are somewhat 
generic. But they'd sure like to 
be rock stars. s>m>h is what 
Nick Lowe had in mind when he 
referred to "shit that sounds like 
polished chrome." The smart- 
ass feedback fadeout (albeit 
mighty glossy sounding feed- 
back) that extends over onto 
twelve tracks at the end of the 
album is further evidence that 
these wanna-be's deserve to be 
cuffed upside the ears. df 


THE C"NTS 
A Secret History of 
(Disturbing) 


Lousy name, The C"nts, eh? 
What the hell's the matter here, 
are we afraid of pissing some- 
body off by saying cUnt? Did 


some corporate lawyer decide 
that political correctness 
demands the cutesy approach? 
God forbid the band thought this 
one up. | don't know and | don't 
want to know. Fuckit... 

Lessee here, what about the 
music? Whickity zickity zakity 
whackity. Actually kinda neato. 
Rough edges, but not any of the 
hopeless whanging and blanging 
this type of stuff all too freguently 
devolves into. The vocals 
bespeak of at least a grain of tal- 
ent, and nowadays, talent seems 
to be a dirty word to be avoided 
at all costs. Don't wanna get 
crosswise with the peer group, 
do we? 

Some fairly good lyrics too. 
The more | listen, the more | like. 
Although listening to Secret 
History ain't the easiest thing in 
the world. jm 


DATE BAIT 
Goin’ Nowhere 
Fast! 
(DeCeased) 


Led by guitarist Kim 
Kane, Washington 
DC's Slickee Boys 
were one of the 
more original rock 
bands toiling the 
dark side of town 
during the Reagan- 
Bush era bringing a 
sardonic slant to 60s 
garage and 70s 
punk. Kane quit the 
Boys sometime in 
1987 to form Date 
Bait with local eccen- 
tric and psychotronic 
film maven, Brian 
Horrorwitz. As the 


title of this disc indicates, the duo 
didn’t exactly turn the music 
industry on its ear, still Brian and 
Kim, with the help of many and 
sundry, effectively wedded 
murky pop, melodic metal and a 
B-movie trash aesthetics to cre- 
ate music as weird and wonder- 
ful as your best nightmare. This 
tenth anniversary celebration of 
sorts finds Brian and Kim remix- 
ing several cuts from its dread- 
fully recorded (Brian’s words not 
mine) debut and adding a num- 
ber of obscurities, B-sides and 
unreleased tracks. Date Bait 
has often been compared to The 
Cramps but they are far too 
good-natured and play with their 
tongues planted far too firmly in 
their cheeks to ever be confused 
with those darklings. ds 


CEDELL DAVIS 
,. The Horror of it All 
(Fat Possum) 


So you’re in the kind of juke 
joint that makes you wonder 
if you'll be crawling out with 
the same number of internal 
and external organs with 
whichyou walked in. Your 
sweat is yellow from the 
night before. Smoke’s so 
thick you can barely see the 
stage. But you can hear this 
evil, godless racket which 
sounds like whoever's got 
the guitar can't decide if he 
wants to tune it or play. You 


strain for a better look, but the 
smoke burns just that much 
worse, SO you wash your eyes 
out with a cup of piss-warm beer. 
Then he takes shape out of the 
haze... this broke-legged 
bluesman in a wheelchair, wail- 
ing wailing. Hellfire, hellraising 
and misery playing slide with a 
used knife handle. Someone 
tells you he was severely tram- 
pled by a crowd decades ago 
when another place he was play- 
ing got raided. Which can't help 
but warp a man’s mind, and 
probably his soul, and probably 
explains why the man serves up 
tunes so dank and sour even 
most die-hard blues fans are 
turned off. Fuck ‘em with a rusty 
wheelchair. Most guys don’t 
walk the walk this well even on 
two good legs. bh 


DEAD BOYS 
All This and More 
(Bomp) 


The Dead Boys were great but 
they put out only one great 
album, the first. The second was 
cleaned up and buffed so that 
superannuated scribes toiling at 
Rolling Stone and The New York 
Times could jump on the punk 
bandwagon. Then the band 
mercifully called it quits. Not 
before playing lots of sloppy, 
alcoholsoaked Dionysian gigs 
before crowds of poorly-dressed, 
inebriated acolytes though. This 


two disc set of live 
recordings from 
1977 and 1978 
captures the Boys 
at their most dis- 
solute: out of tune, 
out of time and 
needless to say, 
out of control. 
Sound guality here 
is a perfect match 
which is, not to put 
to fine a point on it, 
miserable. We'll 
give it a 98. But 
only because we're 
drunk. ds 


DIRTBOMBS 
Horndog Fest 
(In The Red) 


Frontman Mick 
Collins, ex Gories 
and ex Blacktop, 
advises us not even 
to begin to think of 
this as garage rock. 
Even though it's 
very low-fi. Even 
though a Farfisa 
makes its presence 
felt on one cut. 
Even though the guitar work 
often devolves into fuzzy psy- 
chedelica. No matter, to please 
Mick, we’ll label some of this 
angular, funky r &b, a little of it 
prickly ur-rock, and the remain- 
der, trenchant rhythmic noise 
suffused with colore. All of 
which moves thanks to a dual 
bass and drum section although 
neither of the duo seems to care 
what the other does. In fact, no 
one apparently is the least bit 
interested in what anyone in the 
band is doing at any given 
moment and therein lies the 
charm of this Fest. Also guite 
endearing are the guitarists who, 
when not deconstructing the 
lysergic riffs of yesteryear, play 
in a choppy and slovenly man- 
ner. Of course we would be 
remiss in failing to mention lead 
singer Collins, obviously desper- 
ate to be outdone, burying his 
vocals in the mix thereby forcing 
himself to bellow and shout to 
make himself unintelligible. ds 


BOB DYLAN 

The Bootleg Series Vol. 4, Live 
1966, The “Royal Albert Hall" 
Concert 

(Columbia) 

42 


Seven years after The Bootleg 
Series Vols. 1-3, the Bob Dylan 
Bootleg Series resumes with 
probably the most famous of all 
rock bootlegs, his May 17, 1966 
performance at Manchester (UK) 
Free Trade Hall. Though the 
electric portion of the set had 
been widely available for nearly 
30 years and the acoustic por- 
tion for the last few, Live 1966 
marks the first official issue of 
one of rock’s great live docu- 
ments. The 2-CD set was 
recorded during Dylan’s first tour 
of England in which he had elec- 
tric backing, much to the dismay 
of some in the audience. The 
result is a mesmerizing con- 
frontation that pits audience 
expectations against Dylan’s 
ongoing quest for artistic expan- 
sion. 

The first disc is a sublime 
acoustic set that features even 
songs from Dylan’s three most 
recent albums at the time - 
Bringing It all Back Home, 
Highway 61 Revisited, and 
Blonde on Blonde, albums which 
essentially set the standard for 
folk-based rock music. His set 
list is by no means safe: Visions 


of Johanna 
and 
Desolation 
Row are 
among his 
wordiest 
epics. 
Though 
Dylan was 
never a great 
“singer” per 
se, his phras- 
ing here is 
the model 
thousands of 
subsequent 
vocalists 
sought 
unsuccessful- 
ly to imitate or 
equal. 
Though his 
guitar accom- 
paniment fre- 
quently rush- 
es through 
songs, his 
sense of 
knowing 
when to pull 
back and 
when to 
accent partic- 
ular lines vocally is remarkable. 
Moreover, his harmonica work is 
more extended and adventurous 
than on his studio albums. 

The shit hits the fans on the 
second disc. On eight songs 
backed by the Hawks (later the 
Band), Dylan’s brand of sloppy 
roadhouse blues both expands 
his boundaries irrevocably and 
confounds his audience, many of 
whom would rather see him con- 
fined to topical/protest songs. 

To introduce the second 
song, he toots a few notes into 
the harmonica and says, “This is 
called / Don't Believe You. It 
used to go like that, but now it 
goes like this." With that he and 
the Hawks, stoked by Robbie 
Robertson’s stinging guitar 
leads, transform a mere angry 
folk song from Another Side into 
something truly extraordinary. 
The Hawks’ backing similarly 
invigorates Baby, Let Me Follow 
You Down and One Too Many 
Mornings, both of which Dylan 
had recorded previously in solo 
acoustic studio versions. 
Though at this point, there’s no 
audible booing (as was suppos- 
edly common on this tour), there 
are some Catcalls, and the audi- 


DIRTBOMBS 


ence does attempt to trip Dylan 
up with arhythmic clapping 
between a few songs. 

The scene turns confronta- 
tional after Dylan’s turn at the 
piano for Ballad of a Thin Man. 
Dylan returns to the electric gui- 
tar. At that point, an audience 
member calls out, “Judas!” A 
few more audience members 
add their own catcalls, to which 
Dylan responds, “I don't believe 
you. You’re a LIAR!” He then 
turns to the Hawks and off-mike, 
but plainly audible, commands 
them to "play fucking loud!," 
before closing the set with a 
transcendent version of Like A 
Rolling Stone. 

Though one could quibble 
with the song selection - an infe- 
rior recording of a December 
1965 show from Berkeley, Calif. 
with the Hawks drops two songs 
and adds Tombstone Blues and 
Positively 4th Street - the perfor- 
mance here is a breathtaking 
combination of a tense environ- 
ment and rock’s most important 
songwriter at his peak, with the 
artist winning hands down. You 
can bring ‘em all on: Metallic 
K.O., the Sex Pistols in Dallas, 
etc. Live 1966 is punk rock’s 
greatest moment. df 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN 
| Was A Teenage Shutdown 
(Estrus) 


Mind of a punk, body of a mon- 
ster, soul of an unearthly THING! 
That’s about as accurate a 
description of this fucked-up, no- 
good, stuck-on-year-eighteen 
loser that’s gonna flip his wig for 
this mind-bending, high-octane, 
out-of-control, heavy punk rock. 
Too too bad we guys who dig 
frenetic, schizoid melodic shit 
like this can't find girls who are 
willing to give it a listen. Oh 
sure, like you know hetero 
femmes with bootleg Dead Boys 
records. See what lm getting 
at? That's the reason Electric 
Frankenstein is all MALE! Not 
by choice. By necessity. 
Attention shoppers: previously 
vinyl only picture disc recorded 
at WFMU in '96. What does this 
mean to your girlfriend? 
Nothing. Not a fucking thing. To 
you? Buy buy buy. If you don't 
already own it that is. Its as 
good as Young, Loud 4 Snotty 
(OK, close as nothing 'cept for 


SA TGENACE SHUTDOWN 


Raw Power is) and the gui- 
tarisms herein are light years 
ahead of what Cheetah Chrome 
attempted on that creepy platter. 
ds 


CHARLIE FEATHERS 
Get With It: Essential 
Recordings 1954-69 
(Revenant) 


He learned to play guitar from 
Junior Kimbrough, was weaned 
on Hank Williams and Bill 
Monroe, claims he taught Elvis 
his style. Today he lives in the 
shadow of Graceland on a dead- 
end street behind a beat motel. 
Most music fans, if they know 
him at all, know him as a rocka- 
billy voice behind Tongue-Tied 


Jill and maybe one or two others. 


If you happen to mention them. 
A shame? Maybe. Maybe being 
born to lose is what gives the 
hillbilly material it’s plaintive 
urgency, the rockabilly it’s barely 
controlled salacious frenzy. 
Maybe not, but this two disc set 
(disc one contains all the mas- 
ters cut through 1962, disc two 
contains unreleased demos and 
later recordings) makes a power- 
ful case for Feathers as one of 
the truly original artists to 
emerge from the South. Hell, 
check that, let’s make that any- 
where. Still, it’s not just the 
voice, it’s the songs and their 
settings; it all sounds so right, so 


THE HELLACOPTERS 
Supershitty To The Max 
(White Jazz) 

THE HELLACOPTERS 
Payin’ The Dues 

(White Jazz) 
BACKYARD BABIES 
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timeless, so sincere. And sin- 
cere, as Hank was wont to say, 
that's all you can really ask for in 
a song, ain'tit? Well, ain't it? 

ds 


PJ HARVEY 
Is This Desire? 
(Island) 


Much of P.J.’s latest sounds like 
fragments, ripped pages, sen- 
tences ripped from pages really, 
from a collection of post-modern 
Gothic stories. Women twisted 
by longing and romantic torment 
turning to unreality as safe har- 
bor The songs 
themselves - 
haunting, sur- 
real, disquiet- 
ing - don't stay. 
Bits and pieces 
of them - the 
distorted guitar, 
the ethereal 
keyboard 
washes, the 
fragile blues 
keening, the 
subtle electron- 
ic effects - do; 
the way deeply 
imagined 
dreams 
impress them- 
selves, though 
consciously for- 
gotten, on wak- 
ing. ds 


PJ HARVEY 


= TURPENTINES 


American Music For 
American People 
(White Jazz) 


What the Hell is in the drinking 
water in Scandinavia? Had any- 
one asked me to elaborate on 
Rock & Roll from Sweden, 
Norway, Finland, etc., one-two 
years ago, let’s see... we have 
The Nomads, The Apemen, 
ABBA of course, and the occa- 
sional 45 from those zanies, 
Turbonegro, and maybe Steve of 
The Devil Dogs’ side band, The 
Vikings, and THEIR side band, 
The Yum Yums. All of a sudden, 
we have a monster proliferation 
of extremely hard-rocking, 
testosterone-laden, just plain 
loud and fast music coming out 


of that neck of the woods, with 
no sign of slowing down. 
Whaddaya know, Scandinavia’s 
the next Seattle, maybe? It’s 
anybody’s guess as to whether 
this kind of music, primarily influ- 
enced by 70s American rock, will 
sell at all over in the U.S.; but, 
then again, most of that Seattle 
crap went over gangbusters, so, 
who can tell? 

Of these bands and 
LPs/CDs, my personal faves are 
The Hellacopters from Sweden, 
whose chief influences are the 
70s rock Gods - MC5, Stooges, 
Sonic Rendezvous, Seger, etc. 
They are the first of these bands, 
| believe, to have toured through- 
out the U.S. (Although 
Turbonegro has played some 
U.S. dates), and those who have 
witnessed their shows swear 
they’re the best band on Earth 
currently. (I understand The 
Candy Snatchers were so 
moved at the Hellacopters’ 
recent Baltimore show that they 
offered the band their girl- 
friends!) Of all of these new 
Scandinavian bands, they have 
the best, most distinctive singer, 
Nice (former drummer of metal 
band Entombed) whose voice to 
me sounds like a rocking Arthur 
Lee on a good night - if that 
strikes anyone as strange, 
please give a listen to the 7 4 7 
Is-like Riot On The Rocks from 
Payin' the Dues, their second 
disc. The 'Copters also appear 
to me to be the best songwriters 
of this bunch of bands. 
Supershitty, their first effort, 


recently reissued, probably rocks 
the harder of the two efforts, but 
| prefer the songs on Payin' The 
Dues. 

The Backyard Babies are an 
offshoot from the Hellacopters. 
Dragen, the 'Copters' main axe- 
man, is in this band. Sonically - 
I'd best describe them as starting 
with The Hellacopters’ sound, 
then adding Ramones and Hanoi 
Rocks - a bit more metalish, 
some punk, some glam. Their 
Total 13 disc is excellent - and if 
you can find the Japanese ver- 
sion, it has four extra songs. 
Dragen, by the way, has appar- 
ently deserted The Hellacopters 
completely for this band (or has 
been fired). 

| had previously heard 
Turbonegro (from Norway) 
through several of their 45’s, 
which were included on the com- 
pilation that was their first U.S. 
release, Ass Cobra, about two 
years ago. Loud, straight-ahead 
stun-gun punk, with, based on 
their lyrics, some pedophile and 
Gay denim/leatherboy tenden- 
cies (for evidence we give you 
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26 band, 73 minute sampler CD...oni 


the disc title plus songs Sailor 
Man, Denim Demon, Midnight 
NAMBLA, and Young Boys' 
Feet). Their latest, Apocalypse 
Dudes, while continuing with the 
aforementioned theme 
(Rendezvous With Anus, Prince 
of the Rodeo), backs off some, 
production-wise, from the buzz- 
saw guitars, in favor of cleaner 
production. At first, a disappoint- 
ment ("What am | listening to, an 
Alice Cooper record?”), but now | 
play it regularly. Highly recom- 
mended. 

Gluecifer from Norway - the 
best description for this band 
was uttered by my friend Dave 
Champion (head of Nomad 
Records - check out their latest 
releases and joint releases with 
Fandango Records) “It’s music 
to play for peeling paint from 
your walls!" A lot of AC/DC and 
Nugent influences here, these 
guys rock the hardest of any of 
these new bands, with tons of 
guitar pyrotechnics to kill or die 
for. Both of their discs/albums 
are killer, and will undoubtedly 
make any top twenty releases of 


V/A: 26 Excellent Estrus Spicey Sizzlers CD 


$5.00!!! 


ON TOUR SOON: THE QUADRAJETS, THE VON ZIPPERS, THE COYOTEMEN, THE 
SEWERGROOVES, THE TV KILLERS & WATTS...check www.estrus.com for details! 
P.O. Box 2125 Bellingham, WA. 98227-2125 U.S.A. 
We also carry loads of non-Estrus crap...WRITE 

FOR OUR STUPENDOUS FREE CATALOG TODAY! 
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‘98 list | concoct! Choice 
drinkin’, driving and headbanging 
music. 

The Grinners from Sweden 
can best be compared with 
Teengenerate or The X-Rays - 
loud, extremely noisy production, 
extremely fast music with almost 
undecipherable vocals. | loved it 
and you will too! 

The Turpentines (Sweden) 
are produced in a much cleaner 
fashion (I’ve already read one 
review complaining about the 
“wimpy” production compared to 
their live sound, from a Swede 
who knows) and their sound is 
undoubtedly influenced by, 
among others, the Flamin’ 
Groovies (catch the “second 
Cousin” quote in Move Fast) and 
the Dictators. Another fast, ass- 
kicking rock band that obviously 
smokes live. 

Also anxiously awaited from 
this part of the World - upcoming 
full-lengths from Puffball - the 
only 45 | have from these guys is 
positively incendiary; and the 
Flaming Sideburns - more of an 
old-time Sonics-style sound, 


P ii Pie 
THE VON ZIPPERS “Bad Generation" LP/CD 
Mean n' unclean trash/punk takedown ES1247 


THE MAKERS is Sexwalis" LP/CD 
Explosive, End of the world rock 'n' roll ES1248 


based on the two 45's | possess 
from the band. 

NOTE: Few, if any, of the 
records/CD's from these bands 
can be found at the typical chain 
stores (Tower, HMV, Virgin, 
etc.). Seek them out at better 
punk-oriented record stores 
everywhere - DC/Baltimore area 
- Joe's, Reptilian; New York - 
Generation Records, Kim's 
Video Stores, Midnight Records; 
Sf/Oakland/Berkely - Amoeba, 
Rasputin, Mod Lang.) jo 


IGGY AND THE STOOGES 
Live in LA 73 

Pretty Face Going To Hell 
(Bomp) 


Heretofore undiscovered super 
secret nonsense recorded in the 
basement of so and so's long 
bulldozed over hot and uncom- 
monly rocking teeny bedeviled 
erecto set clubland. Live in LA 
73 was recorded at The Whiskey 
when they had all their moves 
down and had just released Raw 
Power. The sound sucks, the 
band is drunk and disorderly, 


THE SEWERGROOVES Three Time Losers" 
@"/COEP Hot, raw n’ loud Swedish sin! ES119 


THE COYOTEMEN "...vs El Mundo!” CD 
Savage 21-track rawk n' roll attack! ESD1256 


ALSO OUT NOW: The Crown Royals "Funky-Do!" LP/CD, The Ouadrajets “Pay The 
Deuce” LP/CD, Satans Pilgrims “Creature Feature LP/CD, Volcanos “Finish Line Fever” 
LP/CD, impala “Play R&B Favorites” LP/CD, Gimmicks “High Heels” EP, Thundercrack 
LP/CD IN THE WORKS: The Nomads "Big Sound 2000” LP/CD, Switch Trout “Psycho- 
Action!” CD, The No-Talents LP/CD, T.V. Killers LP/CD, Coyote Men LP/CD and MORE! 

PRICES: $8.00 LP’s & 10” EP's / $12.00 CD's ($8.00 CD ep's), $4.00 7” ppd. in U.S.A. 


IGGY POP 


and what do you care. 

We often forget, what with 
the constant glut of new releas- 
es, just how great Iggy and his 
Stooges were. Pretty Face 
Going To Hellhas a killer out- 
take of Death Trip, several other 
rehearsal tapes demos from 
Raw Power and a couple of 
tracks with which you are, more 
than likely, unfamiliar. So? So 
you need this. Yes, you do. No, 
stop it; put down the money you 
were saving up for the new Soul 
Coughing or Soul Asylum or 
Soul Poopies disc. This ain’t the 
nazz, this ain't the buzz, and this 
certainly ain’t some kind of tem- 
porary. C’est L'Ig and the Boys 
at the height of their drug addict- 
ed, alcohol soaked, big corpo- 
rate play-on-a-hunch backed 
semi-fame. The music world 
knew. Ig and The Stooges 


LIGHTNING BEAT-MAN 
Wrestling Rock & Roll 
Apartment Wrestling Rock & 
Roll 

(Voodoo Rhythm) 

ROY & THE DEVIL’S 
MOTORCYCLE 

Forgotten Million Sellers 
(Voodoo Rhythm) 


Now THIS is some wacky shit!!! 
Owned by one Beat-Man Zeller, 


the Voodoo Rhythm label oper- 


ates out of Switzerland, and 
apparently tries to live up to their 
motto, “Records To Ruin Any 
Party.” This label features vari- 
ous European bands and record- 
ing “artists” that, fortunately, few 
people have ever heard of. Mr. 


Zeller himself is in a wide variety 


of these bands - The Monsters, 


The Skeleton Surfers, and Dr. 


Explosion, to name but three. In 
addition, one of his major alter- 
egos is Lightning Beat-Man, the 


k, a “King of Apartment Wrestling 


knew. lIg's group didn’t care. 
They spent the money on drugs 
and whores; knowingly throwing 
everything away. Its all here. 
Listen, laugh and lament. To 
that which was a sound and fury 
beyond ourselves. ds 


LESS THAN JAKE 
Hello Rockview 
(Capitol) 


Less than Jake grafts ska horns 


onto hardcore/metal rhythms, but 


otherwise isn’t particularly inter- 


esting. One song grinds into the 


next, with none being exactly 
memorable. Despite big bucks 


production from Howard Benson 


(who produced the last two 
Motorhead albums), the faux 
comics booklet that accompa- 
nies Rockview is its most amus- 
ing feature. df 


Rock & Roll,” who performs in a 
Mexican wrestling mask (Mil 


» Mascaras, to be precise), bowl- 


ing Shirt, boxing shorts, combat 
boots, and Dracula cape, while 
singing through some sort of 
cheap-sounding bullhorn or loud- 
speaker, and playing-assaulting 
an acoustic guitar that some- 


times is, and sometime isn’t, in 
tune. Influenced primarily (or 


maybe solely) by the like of Hasil 
Adkins and Jack Starr, he yells, 
and stomps his way through 
such original compositions as 
Wild Baby Wow, | Wanna Be 
Your Pussycat (complete with 
screeching cat noises), Baby 
Fuck Off, Mindfuckingbitchass, | 
Hate to Dance, I’m Gonna Kill 
You Tonight, Beam Me Up 
Jesus, | Got the Brain In My Ass, 
and other instant classics. The 
Wrestling Rock 8 Roll record is a 
ten-inch solo effort by Lightning 
Beat-Man, while Apartment 
Wrestling Rock 8 Roll is a full- 
length album, and also features 
his back-up band, The Never 
Heard Of ‘Ems (Dink Winkerton, 
Gringo Star, Janosh, and Duro 
Duro). The full-length platter 
also features some hilarious 
radio interviews and spots with 
the great man, and comes ina 
great sleeve - an opening, fold- 
out wrestling mask. Supposedly, 
this is going to be released on 
CD by Sympathy For the Record 
Industry soon. As Beat-Man 


himself describes it, “PURE 
PRIMITIVE ROCK & ROLL 
GARAGE TRASH!” This is one 
of those instances where you 
can't really say whether it’s "bad" 
or "good" - it's just “art” (with a 
capital F?) Genius or fucking 
nut? YOU make the call! 

Roy & The Devil's 
Motorcycle, more Swiss lunatics, 
have been described as "Howlin' 
Wolf meets the Jon Spencer 
Blues Explosion.” | don't have a 
fucking clue where anybody got 
the Wolf reference, but they do 
make music in the 
Spencer/Oblivians vein, with a 
lot of just plain noise tossed into 
the mix. Forgotten Million 
Sellers, their initial full-length 
release, is a fascinating blend of 
rockabilly, blues, trash, and, as 
mentioned above, noise. 
There’s no mention on the 
Voodoo Rhythm web site about 
whether this is going to be 
issued Stateside .. . no reason it 
shouldn't be - lve heard worse 
Stuff in this genre back here. 

While we're on that subject, 
you need to check out the 
Voodoo Rhythm web site - 
http://www.bboxbbs.ch/home/vo 
odoo - it contains a virtual cornu- 
copia of information about the 
label, all of the nutty bands (in 
addition to those mentioned 
above, they also sell records by: 
Elvis Pummel (a very bad 
German Elvis impersonator); 
Thee Mysterious Asthmatic 
Avenger (described as the 
"French yodeling Hasil Adkins"); 
die Lowlander (German 
garage/trash band); Tab Hunter 
(“the worst band in the World”); 
and records by other small 
European trash/garage labels. 

In addition, they soon intend on 
devoting several pages on this 
site to the “newest fad” in 
Switzerland - apartment house 
wrestling - | assume that’s chicks 
in bikinis wrestling, and the 
bathing suits come off fairly 
quickly. The site’s worth check- 
ing out jut for the pictures. jo 


ELENI MANDELL 
Wishbone 
(Mr. Charles Records) 


Well-oiled backup band. 
Understated. Maybe some kinda 
late 90s lounge music done by 
folks that could really kick ass if 


they took a shine to the notion. . 
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... But they don't. 

Play well within themselves, 
they do. Eleni has a good voice, 
yep. And things start out ok, 
that's for sure. Somewhere 
around the end of the second or 
beginning of the third track how- 
ever we descend into whiny 
femme music. 

PNOO... 

Who needs this shit? 

There's more than enough whiny 
femmes in my life without me 
having to go out and lay down 
my hard-earned pay for more of 
this stuff, isn't there? 

| dunno. Could be a girl 
thing. Perhaps I’m too much of a 
male pig to understand. 

Perhaps its guys like me that 
Cause so many femmes to 
whine. Perhaps. Perhaps not. 
Perhaps they’re all just as full of 
themselves as can be and have 
all decided that whining is the 
way to go. Me, | never got much 
out of my life when | whined 
about stuff. Mostly just got told 
to sit down and shut the fuck up. 
Should we all tell whiny femmes 
to sit down and shut the fuck up? 
Perhaps. Would it do any good? 
Would they actually shut the fuck 
UOT x wars Probably not. jm 


MC5 
Starship 
(Bomp) 


There is little need in discussing 
the wide-ranging influence of 
MC5. That is for those wiser and 
more cultivated than we to 
decide. What is undeniable is 
that the quintet rocked like a 
motherfucker. Even when they 
were farting around with compo- 
sitions by the likes of Sun Ra 
and Pharaoh Sanders. Sun Ra 
and Sanders as rock may sound 
like questionable propositions for 
rock but rock doesn’t always 
have to roll. Energy, ecstasy, 
hysteria, emotionalism - heed- 
less indiscriminateness in rela- 
tion to appropriated structure. 
Consequent rending, tearing 
mangling of said structure. That 
gets it done. So turn it up and 
kick out the jams with this histri- 
onic 1968 performance culled 
from a reel-to-reel tape deck 
plugged into the MC5’s monkey 
ass primitive soundboard. The 
sound is a little primitive too, 
natch, but then again, primitive 
was a big part of what the Motor 
City Five was all about, now 
wasn't it? ds 


200 DATE BAIT FANS CAN’T BE WRONG! 


« 


1988 to 1998 


10 YEARS OF UNRELEASED RECORDINGS 
PLUS ALL THE SINGLES 


New Italian import CD with all their singles plus TONS of unreleased 

slop! Only 200 copies made and that’s no b.s.! Over 67 minutes of da 
Psychopunkakimkanedelic rock-n-roll !! 22 zombie stompers including a aie.» 
“Free Love", “Do The Mummy”, “We Are Going To Eat You" and too še a 
much more! Sold mailorder only exclusively from Trash Palace! 

$12.98 each 


That’s it for now! 


We'll seize va next time, kids! 
Ane 7 


P.O. box 2565, Silver Spring, MD, 20915, USA 
website: www. trashpalace.com 
E-mail us at trashpal@erols.com or phone us at 301-68} 4625 


MOJACK 
Homebrew 
(SST) 


At last! Here's a recent Greg 
Ginn project that doesn't sound 
like he’s just jerking off while the 
tape rolls. What separates 
Mojack from the typical Ginn gui- 
tar attack is that the saxist/clar- 
inetist Tony Atherton is at least 
Ginn’s equal as a player and cre- 
ates genuine interplay with the 
former Black Flag leader. The 
instros are frequently closer to 
free-form jazz than to the tor- 
tured, abrasive riffing for which 
Ginn is noted, but they can be 
unfocused and incoherent. 

While Homebrew won't make 
anyone throw out their Six Pack, 
it doesn’t sound like just another 
day at Casa Destroy for Ginn. 

df 


MOTLEY CRUE 
Greatest Hits 
(Motley Records/Beyond) 


Hey, they sent it to us. Should 
we not, then, oblige by at least 
noticing? When faced with this 
new Crue retrospective, the nat- 
ural question is: Why bother? 
Didn't they already issue one a 
few years ago? It’s not as 
though their career has taken 
mighty strides since then, with 
their press coverage earned not 
so much because of music than 
because of their knack for losing 
track of homemade sex tapes 
with surgically-enhanced wives 
who eventually file charges over 
assault and battery. As a band, 
they now seem very much like a 
museum relic, embodying a time 
and a place, and face it, they 
shot their intellectual wad a long 
time ago and have said all they 
can possibly say: Girls are 
good. Strippers are better. 
Motorcycles are fun. Drugs are 
bad but LOTS of fun because 
being bad is a real hoot. So if 
you patronize Hooters a lot these 
days and fondly remember the 
late 80s, some of these anthems 
may hold nostalgic value, 
because the Crue did stumble 
upon a few solid grooves over 
the years, but the rest of us are 
more likely to echo the senti- 
ments of title track #11: Don't 
Go Away Mad (Just Go Away). 
bh 

Editor's note: Is it just me or is 


Vince Neil now a dead ringer for 
Jon Lovitz? Just asking. 


MOTT THE HOOPLE 

All the Young Dudes: The 
Anthology 

(Columbia) 


Long underappreciated as an 
influence on 70s punk rock, Mott 
the Hoople gets its due on 
Dudes, a three-CD British import 
set which covers material from 
various members’ pre-Mott 
bands through the post-Mott 
British Lions. Despite the omis- 
sion of several of their best 
songs, the set is extensively 
annotated and forces a reap- 
praisal of their early years. 
Moreover, drummer Dale 
Griffin’s remix drastically 
improves the sound quality of 
many tracks. 

The first disc focuses on their 
1969-71 output, acknowledging 
both their influences (Jerry Lee 
Lewis’ //! Be Me and Bob 
Dylan’s Like a Rolling Stone) 
and their respect for their peers 
(Mountain’s Long Red and Neil 
Young’s Ohio and Downtown), 
while ignoring their flawed exper- 
iments. The alternate versions 
of early album favorites make 
clear the contributions of their 
immaculately tasteful guitarist, 
Mick Ralphs, as well as organist 
Verden Allen, to their overall 
sound. Though they balanced 
an ability to rock like hell with a 
more introspective side, they 
weren't ready to conquer the 
world. 

The second disc features 
material from 1972 through front- 
man lan Hunter’s departure in 
the fall of 1974, the period during 
which Mott had its greatest com- 
mercial success. By this time, 
they had coalesced into an 
agreeably sloppy unit, and 
Hunter had become a first-rate 
songwriter. Unfortunately, the 
selection here overplays 
Ralphs’s vocal turns at the 
expense of some of Hunter’s 
best (e.g., Jerkin’ Crocus, Drivin’ 
Sister, etc.). Further, Ralphs’ 
departure in 1973 left a gaping 
hole that wasn’t properly filled 
until it was too late to salvage 
the band. 

The third disc starts with a 
version of David Bowie’s All the 
Young Dudes, their first hit, that 
features Bowie’s guide vocal 


from a demo overdubbed onto 
the finished backing track. From 
there, it's a mix pre-Mott singles, 
cover versions sung by their 
road manager, demos, post- 
Ralph's live tracks and subpar 
post-Hunter material that will 
interest die-hards only. Curiosity 
seekers are better off with 
Backsliding Fearlessly: The 
Early Years and The Ballad of 
Mott: A Retrospective. df 


MURDER CITY DEVILS 
Empty Bottles, Broken Hearts 
(Sub Pop) 


Well I’m getting sick of this crap. 
All of a sudden the whole world 
has decided to start releasing 
compact discs with one or two 
really nice cuts at the very begin- 
ning and then fill the rest of the 
fucking thing up with... what? 
Buncha damn nonsense, that’s 
what! 

| Want A Lot Now (track one) 
and Dancin’ Shoes (track two) 
just RIP along. Danceable as 
hell. Neato organ riffs. After 
that, though, it looks or sounds 
like everybody kinda didn’t know 
what to do next and just decided 
to bang around on the instru- 
ments and scream like deranged 
chickens. 

Hell, everybody else is doing 
it, why not? 

‘Cause it SUCKS, that’s why! 

Knock this shit off, fer chris- 
sakes! 

If you don’t have enough 
decent tracks for a whole discs 
worth of music, then don't 
release the motherfucker, ok? Is 
this such a difficult concept to 
grasp? Apparently so. Or 
maybe it’s just the greed factor 
coupled with the firm knowledge 
that people’s attention spans 
have almost dropped off the 
scale. Hell, go over to your 
friend’s house and check out 
how everybody “listens” to what- 
over's playing. They’re all jab- 
bering at each other like a bunch 
of starlings while the music just 
whams away endlessly in the 
background. Criticism is con- 
lined to whether or not the inci- 
dental noise conforms to the 
accepted norm. 

Under the aforementioned 
standards, your friends would 
likely not stop their chirping 
should you decide to pop this 
dreck into their disc player. jm 


PRETTY THINGS 
The Pretty Things 
Get The Picture? 
Emotions 

S.F. Sorrow 
(Snapper) 


It’s about time someone properly 
re-issued these treasures from 
Rock & Roll’s original 60s bad 
boys on CD! It took the band 
themselves, through their new 
Snapper label, to do it. The 
Pretties have been around in 
one form or another since about 
1963. These first four reissued 
albums cover the period 1965- 
68. After these records, they 
released the magnificent 
Parachute, Rolling Stone maga- 
zine’s Album of the Year for 
1970 on Harvest (and Rare 
Earth, a Motown sub, in the 
U.S.), followed by Freeway 
Madness in 72 (Warner Bros.), 
the Swan Song albums in 74-75 
(Silk Torpedo, Savage Eye), 
then Crosstalk (‘80, Warner 
Bros.), then... seemingly, noth- 
ing. Various live albums have 
since surfaced (one in 84, anoth- 
er in 88), as well as the Phil 
May-Dick Taylor vocal-guitar tan- 
dem on the 2nd British Invasion 
All-Stars LP, United (91), the two 
Pretty Things/Yardbirds Blues 
Band CD’s recorded in Chicago 
in the early 90s, and the garage 
tribute by the Pretty Things ‘n 
Mates (May/Taylor, several of 
The Inmates and Matthew Fisher 
of Procol Harum), A Whiter 
Shade of Dirty Water (94). Oh, 
and more goddamn compilations 
on this band have been reissued 
than you can throw a dead cat 
at!... and | haven't even 
brought up the German record- 
ings in the late 60s as The 
Electric Banana or Phil May’s 
Fallen Angels, his ersatz Eagles- 
type outfit that lasted about three 
weeks (time enough to cut one 
long-player) in 78. 

Very recently, a 68-72ish ver- 
sion of the band reunited to play 
a live version of S.F. Sorrow at 
Abbey Road Studios with David 
Gilmour, broadcast via BBC, and 
resulting in a just-released 
import CD called Resurrection - 
S.F. Sorrow. This same band 
has also played a few select live 
gigs - notably the headlining slot 
at Cave Stomp 98 in New York 
City on 11/22/98, their first NYC 
gig in 23 years! | was one of the 


lucky mob (I estimate some- 
where between 300-3,000) of 
people crammed into Coney 
Island High (which probably 
legally holds about 200 or so) to 
witness this resurrection. The 
Pretties kicked some very major 
and large ass that night, with a 
set that spanned their entire 
career, most of the set list from 
these four reissued albums. A 
brand new studio work is in the 
can, and will be released in the 
Spring of 99. 

But enough of the history les- 
son - each of the first four releas- 
es sounds great, has extra cuts 
(including 5-6 tracks on 
Emotions sans the gloppy strings 
and horns added by the insane 
producer in 67), and traces the 
band’s evolution from a greasy, 
grungy R&B, Bo Diddley and 
Jimmy Reed-covering, primitive 
nightmare for parents (they had 
the longest hair of any of the 
early British combos, they 
destroyed more hotel rooms, 
were arrested more times, and 
had a drummer, Viv Prince, who 
essentially made Keith Moon 
seem polite and reserved! - 
That's his battered, bruised face 
on the cover of the 1995 
Unrepentant box set on the 


Creation label), to the Kinkish- 
rockers of the later Get The 
Picture? cuts and Emotions, to 
the art-school grad types who 
wrote and cut the rock opera, 
S.F. Sorrow (NOTE: Sorrow 
was the first rock opera ever 
recorded, pre-dating Tommy by 
about 3-4 months . . . but, unlike 
the Who’s opus, it only sold 
about 150 copies!) Yes, the 
band seems a bit schizophrenic, 
leaping from Rosalyn and Don't 
Bring Me Down to S.F. Sorrow in 
such a short timespan, but, then 
again - the Rolling Stones went 
from Not Fade Away, Honest | 
do, etc., to Satanic Majesties 
Request in about three years as 
well! This is classic British rock, 
and the first two records are the 
stuff of legends. While | person- 
ally don’t care all that much for 
about half of Emotions or 
Sorrow, | can also say that about 
most of the Beatles’ or Stones’ 
recorded output. The Pretties 
deserve every accolade ever 
accorded the Stones, Beatles, 
Kinks, Yardbirds, Animals, etc. 
Phil May is one of the all-time 
great British rock/blues/R&B 
vocalists/songwriters, and he’s 
aged, both physically and vocal- 
ly, much better than Jagger and 
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other old farts of his generation. 
Dick Taylor (original bassist for 
the Rolling Stones back in 62) 
should have all of his old guitars 
bronzed and hanging in the Rock 
& Roll Hall of Fame in Cleveland. 
Now how Dick has aged is 
another issue altogether - he 
looks bout 75 now... although 
he can still play like a demon, 
and still does the occasional stu- 
dio work (recently with The 
Mekons and Andre Williams). 
Hopefully, Parachute (in my 
opinion, their best effort) will be 
reissued shortly, as well as the 
rest of the Pretty Things’ catalog. 
If they tour next year in support 
of the new disc, go see ‘em! jo 


PROBLEMATICS 
The Kids All Suck 
(Rip-Off Records) 


To the list of Indiana’s many fine 
contributions to Western civiliza- 
tion - the Indianapolis 500, Larry 
Bird, the Indiana Pacers, Toxic 
Reasons, Zero Boys, and Dick 
the Bruiser’s sadly defunct WWA 
wrestling promotion (Dick, sadly, 
is also defunct), | can now add: 
The Problematics. (OK, Dom. . 
. yeah, | know .. . Notre Dame's 
in South Bend, Indiana, too!) | 
was introduced to this band sev- 
eral years ago via their 10” EP 
on OR Records, Blown Apart. It 
was recommended to me by 
Alec Budd, the heavily-tattooed 
young man working in Smash in 
Georgetown, who, heretofore, 
had exhibited, to my way of 
thinking, the very finest in taste 
on a wide variety of subjects. 
We had discussed such things 
as Japanese Rock & Roll 
(Teengenerate, Registrators, 
etc.), honky-tonk country music, 
and pro wrestling, and | had 
found his recommendations 
regarding CD’s and LP's in that 
store to be top-shelf. | admit, 
however, to being just a bit skep- 
tical about his latest recommen- 
dation, since this was HIS band, 
and, most definitely, his picture 
on the EP cover. 

First, the record sounded like 
it had been recorded at the bot- 
tom of a well, and was full of 
grungy, loud obnoxious buzzsaw 
guitars. This 3-4 chord songs 
contained mostly teenage angst 
lyrics, sung in voices that had 
obviously been weaned on the 
likes of Thunders’ 
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Heartbreakers, 
The Saints, etc. 
Of course, | 
immediately 
loved it! This is 
(Or was) a great 
band that knows 
exactly what the 
fuck Rock & 
Roll’s supposed 
to be about, and 
what it's sup- 
posed to sound 
like! Next up 
cam a split sin- 
gle they did with 
Snotboy 77 
(great name!) on 
Red 
Dawg/Probasco, 
the source for 
the title cut of 
the CD reviewed 
here - another 
worthy addition 
to their discogra- 
phy. Their next 
single, on Rip-Off, Bad 
Habit/Bad Bad Woman repre- 
sented a guantum leap over the 
previous stuff, and, in my opin- 
ion, the best single ever put out 
on that label - two snarling 
pieces of primo ass-bending, 
brain-warping RAR. In the 
meantime, the band members 
lived all over the country (DC, 
Midwest, West Coast), occasion- 
ally getting together for the odd 
gig - opening for the two above 
named Nipponese bands in their 
Midwest gigs, the Rip-Off Fest in 
San Francisco, etc., before final- 
ly disbanding in ‘97. 

The new album is a compila- 
tion, comprised of the OR 10'er, 
one of their two cuts on the Red 
Dawg/Probasco split single (the 
other cut’s an alternate version 
of Here We Come from the OR 
EP), plus some brand new stuff 
they left in the can before dis- 
banding. The sly rascals at Rip- 
Off pulled the stunt they did with 
The Registrators’ CD and LP - 
the CD version has one cut 
unavailable on vinyl (cover of the 
Undertones’ Teenage Kicks), 
while Whiskey ( a cover of an old 
chestnut . . . but whose?) is only 
available on the LP The OR ten 
incher has obviously been 
remixed or remastered or re- 
something for this album - it 
sounds much clearer and clean- 
er. The new cuts are all strong, 
my personal fave being the 


PROJECT 86 


cover of the Zero Boys' High 
Time. You can tell that this band 
was awesome live (confirmed by 
various sources, including Fink 
of Teengenerate in an old inter- 
view). All in all, one of the better 
long players released during '98. 
My only real complaints - 

(1) the exclusion of the Rip-Off 
single sides; 

(2) my inability to find any of their 
old "Problematics - Pussy, Not 
Mayo" T-shirts; and 

(3) So, Jeff - so where's the new 
band? jo 


PROJECT 86 
Project 86 
(BEC) 


Rapcore, a relatively recent phe- 
nomenon, has spawned its share 
of interesting bands - Cast Iron 
Hike, Korn - but few with a finer 
sense of dynamics and feel for 
tone and texture than Southern 
California's Project 86. On their 
eponymous debut, the guartet 
deftly juxtapose skull-rattling 
deep-rumbling grooves with omi- 
nously serene passages overlay- 
ing it all with founder Andrew 
Schab's tortured shoutspeak and 
whispered imprecations. 
Lyrically, the free form poetic 
angst can be a bit trying, but 
when the sole concern of the 
singer is his suffering, we ask 
only that the music serve as an 
effective emotional complement. 


Which, with its, chillias- 
tic feel, complex 
arrangements, clever 
manipulations of sound, 
| and often brilliant 
deployment of rhythm, 
it certainly does. ds 


RASPUTINA 
How We Quit The 
Forest 
(Columbia) 


You can only go so far 
playing cellos and 
dressing in your under- 
wear. Guys will come 
out to ogle but their 
dates are going to turn 
up their noses at the 
corsets. Then the guys 
are going to leave after 
the first few chamber 
rock numbers. 
Because they didn't like 
it when the Electric 
Prunes did it. And they 
didn't like it when Deep Purple 
did it. And they sure as hell 
aren't going to like it just 
because a couple of good look- 
ing women are flashing some 
skin while doing Eleanor Rigby 
imitations. So they've brought in 
some gent to trip hop this thing 
out and while it makes Forest a 
helluva lot more interesting than 
the debut this whole woebegone 
concept only comes alive when, 
surprise, the trio allows them- 
selves to rock out. Which hap- 
pens on the first two cuts and 
nowhere else. And two out of 
fifteen, even allowing for the fact 
that Rasputina are girls, doesn't 
cut it. Even in a co-ed league. 
ds 


SATAN’S PILGRIMS 
Creature Feature 
(Estrus) 


“Yeah!” | say, “Yeah!” And veri- 
ly, | can say little more as this is 
a surf album. Trebly, metallic, 
twanging guitar. Reverb. 
Chugging rhythms. Tom tom 
drums. You get the picture or, in 
rock crit terms, the soundscape. 
Although this Feature does have 
“monstrous” riffs and, unlike 
most frothy exercises, sounds 
much better when turned way 
way up. Melodies are pretty 
god-damned catchy too. Makes 
you want to dance; which is 
hardly ever the case with 60s 


instro retro stuff. Nod your head 
and tap your feets, maybe; 
dance, no. Perhaps because not 
all of this is S-U-R-F. Ragtop, 
for instance, is an insane rockin' 
rave-up. One of the early cuts - | 
forget which and am too lazy and 
drunk to go back and check - is a 
fab, totally fab deconstructionist 
(okay, not deconstructionist but it 
sounds rock crit cool to say) take 
on the secret agent man thing. 
And these guys are boss enough 
to add a farfisa and some sire- 
nesque wailing to the mix. And 
intercut eerie muzak and dia- 
logue from trashy monster 
movies between cuts. And make 
you wish you had all their other 
LPs. ds 


SEAM 
The Pace is Glacial 
(Touch & Go) 


Seam’s penchant for expanded 
arrangements and imaginative 
guitar structures takes them 
beyond mere guitar pop. But 
they lack dynamics in the form of 
a strong lead player, who uses 
their textures as a foundation for 
something more transcendent in 
the way that, say, Television did. 
Pace frequently sounds like a 
backing track before the solos 
are overdubbed. In addition, 
leader Sooyoung Park’s vocals 
are too soft and insufficiently 
quirky to sustain interest. Even 
when his bandmates roar, Park 
sings in a dull whisper. While 
there are plenty of interesting 
ideas here, they only occasional- 
ly gel into full-fledged songs. df 


SHANGO 
Metal Mafia 
(Back Room Records) 


How can you not want to like a 
disc whose cover art perfectly 
replicates the still photo from 

The Godfather featuring the 
strangulation death of Luca 
Brazzi, with his throat bulging 
like a bullfrog’s over the wire gar- 
rote? Shango is a power trio 
energetically cranking out typical 
gritty New York City club metal, 
with old school riffage updated 
with some thrashier tempo 
changes. Vocals are handled by 
barrel-bodied bassist Tony 
Incigeri, who at times sounds like 
what Bon Scott might've sound- 
od like had he packed on anoth- 


er 300 pounds, and who may be 
Italian but looks exactly as | envi- 
sioned Tony Rocky Horror, the 
foot-massaging Samoan who got 
thrown from a balcony in one of 
the anecdotes in Pulp Fiction. 
Further Italian-American stereo- 
types are reinforced with such 
ass-busters as The Black Hand 
and Our Thing and maybe even / 
Killed Your Music. Approval? 
Why not. About time we get a 
guitar-heavy antidote to gangsta 
rappers who stole their image 
from the real thing. bh 


SLUGWRENCH 
Prole 
(Intolerance Communications) 


No one really knows what these 
Oklahomians do to pay the bills, 
although one would assume that 
as they’re from Tulsa, they either 
work the pumps at a Phillips 66 
or toil at an abattoir. Night, how- 
ever is a different; at night these 
boys doff their overall bibs and 
become Slugwrench, an edgy 
experimental electronica outfit. 
On Prole the combo adroitly mix 
clever bits of twitchy industrial 
minimalism with wild discordant 
industrial dance workouts that 
would do any rave-up proud. 
While twenty cuts and over sev- 
enty minutes of restless inven- 
tiveness is a bit difficult to digest 
in one sitting, Pro/e’s clever syn- 
thesized collages, especially the 
compositions which stress beat 
over sound and texture, certain- 
ly reward repeated listenings. 

ds 


MACK STEVENS 
Mack Stevens At Rollin’ Rock 
(Rollin’ Rock) 


Ladies and Gentlemen, step 
right up! For your listening 
pleasure, we have here the 
gen-u-wine idiot bastard son of 
Wanda Jackson and Ed Gein. . 
. or maybe Janis Martin and 
Carryl Chessman... Elvis and 
Norman Bates in Momma’s 
clothes, maybe? In the long 
and illustrious lineage of off-the- 
wall wackos who play or 
attempt to play that crazy rock- 
abilly music, Mr. Stevens is 
right up there in the upper pan- 
theon, as far as sheer nutti- 
ness. His first two long-players, 
Homemade Tattoo and 
Dangerous Man were reviewed 


in BRUTARIAN several issues 
ago. These offerings introduced 
the public to this Corsicana, 
Texas wildman, who thinks noth- 
ing of mixing straight-ahead 
rockabilly love songs and dance- 
a-rama delights with musical 
treasures such as Killing Spree 
(reacting to reject love by shoot- 
ing up the freeway), Burned 
Beyond Recognition (a song 
posthumously written by a man 
shot dead for sticking his girl’s 
head in the Dairy Queen’s deep 
fryer for cheating on him with her 
boss), and my personal favorite, 
Headless Darling (in which a 
recently-released con finds and 
loves a girl’s headless torso - set 
to the tune of Johnny Cash’s 
Give My Love to Rose). On this, 
his third effort, recorded at 
“Rockin” Ronnie Weiser’s Rollin’ 
Rock studio in Las Vegas (a life- 
time dream-come-true for 
Stevens, who was weaned on 
Weiser’s Rollin’ Rock 70s 
records), it’s reassuring to find 
that Mac hasn't toned down his 
act one iota. In between his 
authentic-sounding, rocking 
songs and dreamy 50s style bal- 
lads that could fit right into the 
playlist of any oldies station 
allowed to play rockabilly music, 
we also have It's Armaggedon 
Time (with the intro warning - 
“The Surgeon General has 
determined that messin’ with me 
is hazardous to your health, 
Baby!"), Daddy’s Goin’ Mad (ode 


THUNDERCRACK. 
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to insanity), and the instant clas- 
sic Momma, Stop Me Before | 
Kill Again (wherein Mack pro- 
claims that he’s trying to be good 
and toe the line, but girls are 
“just so dirty” that he cant’ help 
cuttin’ them up). A highly recom- 
mended LP/CD for bent rockabil- 
ly aficionados, or victims of bitter 
divorces or breakups who are 
looking for good ideas on how to 
geteven. jo 


SWINGING’ UTTERS 
The Sounds Wrong E.P. 
(Fat Wreck Chords) 


Punk not dead! One of the guys 
even has his hair super-glued 
into outrageous spikes!! The 
music is right-on 77-78 London 
era. Not that there weren't a lot 
of shitty 77-78 London era 
d.i.yers but this stuff, despite its 
retrograde sound, is rather boss. 
So why buy? The songs are 
really catchy, the band is tight, 
the singer sings like rock starts 
and ends with him and the lyrics 
are unselfconsciously literate. 
Sounds Wrong sounds right to 
me. ds 


THUNDERCRACK 
Own Shit Home 
(Estrus) 


These guys are French? They 
can't be, they just can't be | tell 
ya; they’re too good. Well at 
least now they are; the last 


album was supposed to be terri- 
ble and because Thundercrack 
is French | wasn't paying much 
attention. Own Shit Home is a 
different story however as its 
bluesy rock raunch is sloppy, 
sloppy, sloppy. Which is good, 
good, good. Check out that 
feedback soaked, cheesy farfisa 
laced opener, Come & See My 
Friends. Proceed immediately to 
99, with its blat (as opposed to 
blown) harmonicaisms and mind- 
less up-and-down run-on bass 
play. Take a gander at that 
hyper-drive cover of Slim 
Harpo’s Shake Your Hips, incen- 
diary in its out-of-control way as 
The Stone’s languorous interpo- 
lation. Yes, “out of control” is the 
operative term here; almost 
every cut swings so madly things 
come dangerously close to 
falling apart. Sometimes, as 
with Suck Me Dry (one guess as 
to what that’s about), they do; 
but since the proceedings are in 
disarray from the get go, it’s 
okay. Okay too are the vocals - 
madness, pure madness, baby - 
and the harmonies which are 
tunefully out of tune if you know 
what | mean and | think you do. 
Thundercrack may have pur- 
loined their moniker from a 
cheesy gay film but there’s noth- 
ing cheesy or gay about this 
manly exercise . . . Wait, that 
didn’t come out quite right... 

ds 


Various 
Strangeland 
(TVT) 


Dee Snider, late of Twisting 
Sisters, 

requesting the displeasure of 
your company. 

In Death’s Dreamy Kinkdom, a 
dark metal fete. 

Dress: mais oui, latex and 
Byronic frippery. 

A morbid ball, a festival maudit, 
for the 

pale skinned, spotted adoles- 
cent. 

Should you go, affect disaffec- 
tion 

and feign enthusiasm for senes- 
cence. 

Pantera, Megadeth, Marilyn 
Manson, 

My dears, one is compelled to 
confess 

That despite their chic misan- 
thropy, 
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impressive performances never- 
theless. 

Still, this howling and shrieking 
unceasing, 

set to music of such unrelenting 
strife 

Will, if listened to too often, have 
you wondering, 

why you continue to live your 
worthless life. 

ds 


Various 
ECW Extreme Music 
(CMC) 


E C W! Extreme! 
Championship!! Wrestling!!! 
True Brutarians can't get enough 
of the shit that ECW puts down. 
Babes like Francine and Sunny 
cat fighting like there’s no tomor- 
row whilst showing off their wax 
jobs Insane performers like 
Sandman, Sabu and Axl Rotten 
cutting themselves even before 
they get in the ring and then 
once in it throwing themselves 
around with ridiculous abandon. 
You want foreign objects? 
Everything including the kitchen 
sink is employed: Garbage cans! 
Blackjacks!! Barbed wire!!! 
CHEESE GRATERS!?! We 
have no idea how these guys 
manage to stay alive. But they 
bleed for their art which no one 
‘cept for the Candysnatchers 
does. This is why we tune in. 
Another reason we tune in is 
because the music is so gol 
darned cool. Hard rockin’ heavy 
groove metal. This disc has a lot 
of it. White Zombie, Megadeth, 
Monster Magnet, Anthrax. Plus 
Lemmy doing Enter Sandman. 
Only thing missing is Nashville 
Pussy and a pair of the afore- 
mentioned Francine’s dirty 
panties but I’m sure we'll get 
both on volume two come 
Spring. ds 


DALE WATSON 
The Truckin’ Sessions 
(Koch Records) 


| don’t get it! | don’t have the 
urge to eat bennies like M&M's. 
| don’t break out in a sweat 
whenever | see truck-weighing 
scales on an interstate. | don't 
pull over at truck stops to drink 
coffee and flirt with the carrot- 
topped waitresses. lve never 
called anyone “Good Buddy.” 
Hell, ve never even wanted a 


CB, let alone a catchy handle 
like “Troubadour” or “Workin’ 
Man” or “Sarge,” not even back 
in the 70s when CB’s were all 
the rage (undoubtedly, with the 
same crowd of assholes who 
bought and wore those goddman 
powder blue leisure suits and 
shiny white shoes and belts). 
When | miss my hot mama on 
the road, | don't pull off at the 
rest stops, looking for those glory 
holes in the rest rooms with the 
nancy-boys who are into rough 
trade truckers, and... ah, you 
get the picture! 

All of this being the case, 
why do | like trucker music? | 
don't have a fucking clue! Could 
it be the twangy tele’s and 
incomprehensible lyrics (What 
does “your bridges all are six- 
teen five” mean? How about a 
"6 foot Shakespeare”? "| break 
19 for an SOS"? "A half a bub- 
ble off"?)? Who knows? 
Ultimately, | guess | tend to lump 
this type of music in with other 
“real” country music - the hard- 
core honkytonk of early Faron 
Young, Ray Price, George 
Jones, Hank Sr., Buck Owens, 
early Merle Haggard, and Webb 
Pierce (in small doses on the lat- 
ter - after about 30 minutes of 
Webb and his "Pierce-ing voice, 


'd just as soon listen to a nail 
being dragged across a black- 
board). And Dale Watson IS the 
real thing - he belongs in this 
category. This is his fourth 
LP/CD, the first three being on 
the Hightone label. (Aside: This 
album of exclusively truck-driving 
music was apparently intended 
to be a cassette-only release, 
available only at Watson's gigs. 
Thank the Big Man Upstairs that 
someone had the good taste to 
release Sessions on CD to the 
general public.) The man’s gota 
rattlesnake-hide-tough, cross- 
between-Merle & Waylon-type 
voice, he makes some serious 
big-time twang on his telecaster, 
and goddammit, why don’t they 
play stuff like this on C&W radio 
anymore? The highest compli- 
ment | can pay this album is that 
it sounds like something made in 
the 60s. Any of these songs 
would fit right in on one of those 
K-Tel compilations of Dave 
Dudley-Dick Curless/Del 
Reeves/Red Sovine trucker 
songs. Ya gotta love a man who 
writes a song titled Everyday 
Knuckleclutchin’ Gearjammin' 
Supertruckin’ Loose Nut Behind 
the Wheel Buy it... Hell, buy 
ALL of his albums! Giddyup go, 
Dadddy! jo a 
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Brotherhood of Electric: 


Operational Directive(s) 


in stores now 


"kdihwl-873635bv?'kjhsue67...kill your inhibition." 


New music from Matt Cameron and John McBain 
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NO ONE TOLD THESE 
GUYS THAT DOKKEN 
WAS DEAD: 
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OZZY’S IMPECCABLE, 
FOOL-PROOF RATING SYSTEM: 


Don’t bother to look up from 
the toilet that you’re puking in 


- Barely worth leaving 
|... your gin-induced 
childr = stupor for 


ell, four sbe may be, but =» Ok, but don’t bother 

z may hitting the pause 
button when your 
AA sponsor calls 


Not too bad 
and the buzz 
is kicking in 


jn because of her refusing to take a 


nap at the appropriate ... but she did sola 
sayal the end. .. now ant don’t — Hot damn!. Heineken?! Fuck that 


) Cin - stop me... she said “Move « over shit!! 
cl Ge On o Picasso, there's a a din town." Pabst 
z BRO DO ee S : ce o 8 ee — oe . Blue 
o ; = Ribbon!!! $ 


“My name is Ozzy. I am an 
alcoholic.” 


ont - | KINGDOM OF SHADOWS 


nbies getit? — We're ang thos ac o (Video Vault) 


G 3 ee advou or Ostensibly a study of the horror 
elf, youand your si = film from the turn of the century to 
— the advent of sound, Kingdom of 
Shadows is, in reality, a highlight 
reel of clips from Kino Video's 
cinematic library. It’s a terrific 
compilation though and therefore 
almost impossible not to enjoy the 
bits and pieces from obscure Lon 
Chaney films, the surreal and 
nightmarish mise en scenes from 
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Dreyer, Murnau, Browning, et al., the 
exhilarating dreamscapes of 


Christansen and Melies. Enjoyable too 
is the inchoate, fustian script, risibly 
poetic in its purpler passages. Rod 
Steiger, sepulchral, solipsistic, 

narrates; an amiable lunatic 
perambulating amongst the 
tombstones. Rent this and save 
yourself the time and money Kino would 
like you to waste on the tedious and 
unimaginative silent horrors they've 
chosen to release, e.g., The Cat & The 
Canary, The Bells, in connection with 
the release of this thing. 


HABIT 
(Video Vault) 


A vampire is stalking the denizens of 
Manhattan’s East Village. As if you or 
anyone else would notice. Still, she’s a 
rather attractive bloodsucker: reet petite 
with angular features and a lithe 
lascivious figure. Why she chooses to 
fall for Sam, an emaciated alcoholic 
loser with major dental problems, is 
beyond Oz. Must have something to do 
with Sam (Larry Fessenden) being the 
writer, director and editor of this 
disquieting little project. Sam/Larry’s a 
pretty good actor though; he gives a 
convincing performance as an amiable 
twenty-something cafe manager slowly 
becoming unglued as a result of his 
father’s recent death, his constant 
battles with the bottle and, oh yes, HIS 
ROMANCE WITH A VAMPIRE! Ok, ok, 
she’s a biter, a deep biter, but she also 
gets naked at the drop of a hat and 
loves to make love. On rooftops, in 
alleys, under the bed. And she’s a 
cheap date, not requiring food or drink 
of any kind. No, all darkling Anna 
(Meredith Snaider) asks for is a few 
drops of the groovy red while fucking or 
sucking your brains out, a process 
which leaves one feeling like “warm 
milk running through your veins.” 

[rue, there are some side effects - 
nausea, nightmares, bloody lips that 


don't heal - but whoever said love was 
easy? All kidding aside, Habit is one of 
the best vampire flicks Mr. Fide has 
seen in years; it’s highly imaginative, 
suspenseful, arrestingly shot and 
filmed, and perhaps, most importantly in 
a genre that so heavily relies on 
atmospherics, it fully captures the gritty 
surreality of the Lower East Side. For 
those of you who could care less about 
such niceties, Fessenden has his lovely 
femme fatale constantly showcasing 
her charms and provides the attentive 
viewer with all manner of subtle and 
not-so-subtle shock effects. Word on 
the street is that this thing cost less 
than 200 thou to craft; Fessenden 
makes it look like a million. 


TENDER FLESH 
(Video Vault 
Trash Palace) 


Alright class, listen 
up! Today’s 
feature is the work 
of the world’s most 
prolific hack: Jess 
Franco. Yes, the 
septuagenarian 
Spaniard has made 
hundreds of flicks 
and although Ozzy 
has seen only a 
dozen or so he’s 
willing to bet the 
house and lot that 
none of them are 
worth the celluloid 
on which they're 
printed. Now you've 
read this column 
enough to know 
that Oz loves a bad 
movie aS much as 
the next person so 
"bad" is not the 
problem when 
we're talking about 
Franco. No, boring 
is the operative 


almost a decade — 


very small, very twist 
in a beautiful new 
theatrical trailer, 
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BASKET CASE. 
IS BACK! 


Yes, the original uncut cult classic is ; 
back on VHS ~ for the first time in 

| in a new, digitally § 

remastered, director approved transfer! 8% 


As critic Rex Reed so aptly put it, BASKET 
CASE is “The Sickest Movie I’ve Ever Seen!” 


term here. Take Tender Flesh (please), 
for example. It’s got nice looking nude 
gals and an older not so nice looking 
nude gal. It's got soft core sex. It’s got 
lesbian sex. It's got whippings. It’s got 
a pee scene. It’s even got bad R.E.M. 
imitation muzak on the soundtrack! 
Sounds like the makings of a great 
badfilm, right? Wrong, wrong, wrong. 
Why? Because Franco is just smart 
enough to know he is a man of modest 
talent and when an artist is possessed 
of this self-knowledge, he’s incapable of 
fashioning an interesting entertainment. 
Ed Wood may have been an idiot; but 
he believed himself to be a visionary 
and that made all the difference. Jess 
Franco has looked inside, found 
nothing, and decided to make movies 
anyway. Lucky us. 


THE TENANT IN ROOM 7 IS 
VERY SMALL, VERY TWISTED, 
AND VEN KAN 


set ¥ ad 


Duane Bradiey. a young man who caries li 
a wicker basket at his side, comes toj 
Manhattan in search of the doctors who 
performed an unorthodox operation on him 
many years ago. Aiding him in his search 
is the occupant of the basket -- 


acreature ¥% 


ed, and very mad... 


The most infamous midnight movie of the § 
eighties, BASKET CASE is fina'ly available % 
lransfer made directly 
trom the original 35mm internegative. 


Pius, as a special bonus, the Something 
Weird adition aiso includes the original 
never-befcre-seean 
outtakes. and rare behind-the-scenes 
footage from director FRANK 
HENENLOTTER's persona! collection. 


SPECIAL EDITION 


PO BOX 33664, SEATTLE WA 98133 
(206) 361-3759 FAX (206) 364-7526 
www.somethingweird.com VISA 4 MC ACCEPTED! 
Please add $% postage for the first video, $1.25 each additional video 
Foreign shipping add $8 per vides. Canada & Mexico add $6 per video. 
PAL and other formats available. Please allow 4-6 weeks delivery. 
SEND $5 FOR A COMPLETE CATALOG! 
(Foreign send $10 for a complete cata'og.) 

Please state with signature that you're 13 or cider whee ordering? 


THE CURIOUS DR. HUMP 
(Something Weird) 


Oz caught the tail end of this soft-core 
horror flick over a year ago on that 
strange strange USA cable show 
hosted by Sandra Bernhardt and finally 
tracked it down thanks to the good folks 
at Something Weird Video. Seeing it in 
its uncut form has left Ozzy dazed and 
confused. Yes, its a terrible film; still, 
its the kind of terrible that leaves one 
speechless. A mad doctor kidnaps 
strapping men and voluptuous women 
with the help of his monster slaves, 
forces them to copulate, then drinks 
their blood in an effort to stay young 
and virile. This has been going on for 
thirty years or so but it isn’t until an 
idealistic cop decides to track the 
deranged doc back to his estate that 
the local police begin to take notice. 
Even though the monsters have 
routinely been hitting the local 
pharmacies to get the drugs the insane 
MD needs to complete his experiments! 
Granted this is a sixties sex film so 
we’re not expecting much in the way of 
logic or narrative coherence but this, 
this is something else altogether! Who 
was this made for? Certainly not for the 
guys in worn raincoats, the sex scenes 
are far too short. Nor for horror fans, as 
the only horrible thing about Dr. Hump 
remains the script. Maybe the people in 
Argentina where this was made are 
alien beings and this is their idea of 
entertainment. Watch it and draw your 
own conclusions. Just prepare to be 
amazed. 
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WOMEN IN REVOLT 
(Video Vault) 


Finally, after all these years and the 
release of nearly everything with which 
Andy Warhol had been associated: the 
transvestite, white trash anti-feminist 
epic, Women In Revolt! With 
something to offend nearly everyone. 
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Yes, screenwriter and director Paul 
Morrissey gives us, for our 
entertainment pleasure: sexual assault 
played for laughs; gays portrayed as 
Campy creeps, men as ineffectual 
morons, women as libidinous harpies, 
the rich as superannuated 
neurasthenics, artists as talentless 
poseurs. Mostly though its just cross 
dressing Warhol superstars Jackie 
Curtis, Candy Darling and Holly 
Woodlawn sitting 
around bitching 
about men and the 
joys of female 
liberation. They want 
to change the world 
so they form P.I.G., 
politically involved 
women, but biology 
gets in the way so 
much so that playing 
with each other 
ultimately fails to 
satisfy and they're 
forced to seek 
pleasures elsewhere. 
Jackie discovers 
men, hooks up with 
Mr. America has a 
kid and winds up on 
welfare. Holly turns 
to women and then 
to the bottle. When 
we last espy her 
she's stumbling 
around the Bowery. "m. 
Candy, the blonde of ME 
the group, fucks her RA 
way to movie stardom and ends up a 
basket case. Is there a point to any of 
this? Probably, but you'll be laughing to 
hard to care. 


old who has just discovered his father 
to be the rapist of two of his classmates 
and bravely chosen to confront him? 
Well, you kind of laugh nervously, as 
you have been during much of 
Happiness, Todd (Welcome to 
Dollhouse) Solondz disturbing black 
comedy about dysfunction in the 
suburbs. Things start off innocently 
enough. Ata posh, Tony restaurant, 
lovely lithesome Joy Jordan (Jane 


From The Director Of WELCOME TO THE DOLLHOUSE 


"Todd Solondz...One of the most | 
lacerating, funny and distinctive 
voices in American film. 


-janet Maslin, THE NEW YORK TIMES 


“No movie event this v: is more likely to raise hell 
than Happiness. Potently funny and nah affecting. 
Unique and unmissable. 


-Petegi Travers, ROLLING STONE 


HAPPINESS 


a film by Todd Sotondz 


wow kappinessthemovic com 
NO ONE UNDER 16 ADATTTA 
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Adams) is trying to gently break the 
news to her schlub of a paramour (Jon 
Lovitz) that she no longer wishes to 
date him. He takes the news rather 
well and even gives her a gift. Joy 
expresses her gratitude and they both 
begin to discuss the merits of the deco 
repro ashtray. Suddenly, Jon breaks 
character and begins to hurl a torrent of 
abuse at Jane. After what seems like 
an eternity, Lovitz stops, leans back in 
the banquette, and with an expression 
of utter beatitude on his face, calmly 
waits for his meal while a stunned Joy 
looks on. Roll the credits Mr. Solondz, 
and viewer, meet Joy’s family: sister 


HAPPINESS 
(Unavailable at press time) 


So what can you say about a movie that 
has a punch line to a tearful and 
shocking scene where an eleven year 


Helen (Lara Flynn Boyle) a successful 
poet; sister Trish (Cynthia Stevenson) 
a successful housewife; and her 
married-forty-years parents (Ben 


Gazzara and Louise Lasser). They're 
all sorry for Joy because she works in 
telemarketing, is unmarried and can't 
get it together enough to move out. 
Turns out she’s the only normal one 
and much of the laughs (uneasy as they 
may be) in Happiness come in slowly 
learning just how screwed up and 
misinformed everyone else is. As for 
the pederast subplot you've heard so 
much about; yes, it is rather shocking; 
but it’s also moving and thought 
provoking as well. Which is the case 
with almost every frame of Solondz’s 
brilliant, groundbreaking second 
feature. 


| NEED 
(Something Weird) 


Its seems easy enough: its the 60s 
and you want to make an exploitation 
film. Take a few good looking girls, 
have them move in and out of clubs 
playing the groovy music of the day, let 
them pick up some studs and return 
with them to their respective apartments 
where all and sundry slowly get naked 
and then have simulated sex. The end. 
Or, if you aspire to art, have the birds 
watch the sun come up after their men 
leave and reflect on the wreck that is 
their lives. That’s all. End of story. 
Follow this simple recipe and you're 
guaranteed to make some easy cash. 

lf you're from Albania however (where 
the makers of / Need must apparently 
have resided) you’re going to do things 
a little differently. First, you’re only 
going to use one girl and she’s going to 
be horse faced (Albanians love horses) 
and have a body like yourmom. Then 
you’re going to cleverly disguise the fact 
that you're making things up as you go 
along by casting your bimbette as a 
refugee from a mental institution. That 


way nothing has to make sense and 
you can eschew dialogue by having 
said bimbette talk to herself a lot. 
When she begins to repeat herself and 
get dizzy from going round and round in 
circles you make her take off her top. 
This is known as the money shot in 
Albania. Ozzy will bet money you will 
be unbelievably bored. Oz was not, 
however. Pictures this strange, this 
misguided, really can get inside your 
head. Especially, if like Oz's, it’s very 
big and very empty. 


running the entertainment industry. If 
you want real sleaze you must look 
East. To Hong Kong and Japan where 
life is cheap and nothing is sacred. 
Almost anything goes out there. And 
because it does Oz wants to tell you 
about Atrocity aka All Night Long 2a 
film that Oriental film expert, Tom 
Weisser (See ad on inside front cover) 
deems the most offensive mainstream 
flick in the history of Japanese cinema! 
This in a country where Rapeman is a 
folk hero! Yes, Atrocity is so depraved 
it was forbidden to play in commercial 
theaters. The director bowing to 
pressure made extensive cuts but even 
after he did, the Japanese board 
refused approval on the ground that the 
"tone" of the film was “unacceptable.” 
Which makes this story of Shinichi, a 
four-eyed adolescent nerd who runs 
afoul of a gay psychopath (he collects 
Holocaust photos, likes to pull apart live 
hamsters and carries a blowtorch which 
is often brought into play) and his 


ATROCITY 
(Video Search of Miami) 


With corporate suits having taken over 
the cinematic world, exploitation film 
has become a paint 
by number exercise 
with even the most 
depraved scenarios 
buffed and polished 
and bowdlerized so 
as to become almost 
totally 
unobjectionable. Wild 
Things for example, 
had sleazy 
characters, a sleazy 
story and sleazy 
settings but felt about 
as sleazy as 
Thanksgiving dinner 
at your Aunt Tilly’s. 
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walls. The violence 
and sex could have 
been choreographed 
by Nijinsky. Depravity 
like rap, has been 
coopted by the 
multinational 
conglomerates 


JO 


delinguent gang totally "acceptable" to 
Mr. Fide. Why the gang decides to pick 
on Shinichi is anybody's guess as he's 
rather harmless - when he's not playing 
with his computer, he's playing with 
dolls - but pick on him the gang does, 
beating the bejesus out of our poor 
effeminate protagonist before the film is 
little more than ten minutes old. This 
isn't enough for the nameless leader of 
the delinguents however, he has 
Shinichi stripped and then puts out a 
cigarette on his genitals. Obviously in 
love, our homicidal homosexual pays a 
visit to Shinichi the next day and drives 
him to his ritzy country house. There 
we are introduced to the gang’s sex 
slave, a robotic heroin addict who is 
made to eat like a dog, dance naked 
and then endure a long, painful beating. 
You can guess the rest. Shinichi 
begins to come around, kicking the girl 
when she laughs at him, surprising 
himself in the process and turning on 
his smitten psycho. The psycho's 
advances are rejected. He pretends 
not to care but he just can't stop 
thinking about silly little Shinichi. So he 
kidnaps our protagonist the next day 
along with a couple whom Shinichi has 
befriended over the internet. Oz 
doesn’t want to give the astonishingly 
revolting denouement away but he feels 
he must warn you there is a great deal 
of ultra-violence involved and said 
violence involves blowtorches, 
bayonets, 
switchbiades 
and baseball 
bats - aluminum 
baseball bats. 
None of this is at 
all believable - 
the mayhem is 
far too stylized, 
the acting far too 
studied - but the 
filmmakers’ 
obvious delight 
in piling outrage 
on top of 
outrage will 
have even the 
most jaded 
gorehounds 
howling in 
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gleeful abandon. 


THE LATHE OF HEAVEN 
(Trash Palace) 


What Oz loves about dreamy movies 
about dreaming is that you can make all 
manner of mistakes and, in the end, it 
really doesn’t matter. Bruce (Willard) 
Davison stars in this made-for-public- 
television movie about a guy living in 
the near future who is troubled by... 
dreams. Dreams which become reality. 
Sometimes. Sometimes not. We’re not 
sure because Davison may be 
hallucinating all of this. As he may or 
may not be a comatose state as a result 
of radiation poisoning. In any case, 
Davison places himself under the care 
of a psychiatrist who seeks to 
hypnotically induce Davison to make 
the world a better place. Make Davison 
envision world peace and world peace 
will become a reality. Things backfire, 
of course, and suddenly man is fighting 
aliens on the moon, and then on planet 
earth, and then there’s peace but the 
aliens are running antique stores and 
who knows what it all means. It’s pretty 
intriguing though, even if the special 
effects are kind of cheesy and the 


Brian D. Horrorwitz, Proprietor 
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hallucinatory sequences banal enough 
to embarrass Pink Floyd. Still, in the 
end we get to see what happens when 
we have the effrontery to believe our 
arms are long enough to box with God. 


x Which is always cool. 


UNCLE SAM 
(Video Vault) 


Wondering what ever happened to B- 
movie auteurs William (Maniac, Maniac 
Cop) Lustig and Larry (Q, God Told Me 
To) Cohen? So are they, as Uncle 
Sam, their latest collaboration, is the 
work of brain dead morons, a film so 
devoid of anything at all that only the 
French could take to it. And even that's 
a doubtful proposition. Wasting a fine 
cast of character actors - William Smith, 
Isaac Hayes, Academy Award nominee 
Robert Forster, Bo Svenson and 
Timothy Bottoms - Lustig and Cohen 
have produced a mindless mess whose 
only reason for being appears to be an 
infantile need to shit on time honored 
American symbols and traditions like 
the American Flag, the Fourth of July 
and military service. Which, come to 
think of it, is pretty goddamn funny. 
Okay, throw in gratuitous nudity, corny 
violence and dialogue dripping 
with ham-fisted irony and this tale 
of a zombie soldier who returns 
to his hometown to “enlist” a few 
Civilians and you've got 
something. Mr. Fide isn’t actually 
sure what this "something" might 
be; still he's willing to bet that you 
can have yourself a helluva time 
with this atrocity if you're 
watching it with fellow couch 
potatoes while chowing down on 
pizza and guzzling the brew. 
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SEX STUPIDITY AND GREED: INSIDE 
THE AMERICAN MOVIE INDUSTRY 
lan Grey 

(1997) Juno Books 


One day, little lan, a former major player in a 
major rock group, now an anxious thirty- 
something pop culture writer, woke up after 
having screened his one thousand-and-first 
movie in less than twelve months. Why was 
lan watching so many films instead of 
reading and writing and doing the other 
things that make humans human? Because 
he was being employed by a major 
publishing house to write capsule reviews 
for one of those numerous but 
interchangeable video guides presently 
cluttering the film shelves at your local 
bookstore. But lan woke up and what 
suddenly became clear to him was that 
American films were terrible and that this 
was not an accident; that corporate suits 
were stifling creativity and dumbing down 
motion pictures so as to appeal to the 
broadest possible base. Moreover, this 
dumbing down somehow reflected society in 
a strange and terrible way. So lan, in an 
attempt to give life to his nebulous theories, 
fleshes out few bilious notes from his day 
books, compiles some impressive charts 
showing how the entire entertainment 
industry is controlled by a few 
megacorporations, and calls on a number of 
maverick filmmakers, actors and writers for 
some interviews. The result is Sex Stupidity 
And Greed a highly entertaining and thought 
provoking, if inchoate, meditation on the 
current state of the American motion picture 
industry. Although that state is terrible, 
many who have managed to achieve some 
small (and not so small) measure of success 
like Z-movie actress Julie Strain and 
directors John Waters and Wes Craven, 
view the present situation with humor rather 
than despair. Which probably accounts for 
their ability to continue working and profiting 
in an industry that, like any other in a 
capitalist society, holds profit more dear 
than creativity or vision. 

Dom Salemi 


IT CAME FROM MEMPHIS 
Robert Gordon 
(1995) Faber & Faber 


Memphis. The sound and soul of a uniquely 
American city. Circa 1973 to 1993. For 
Gordon, the sound and the “soul” are one 
and the same, as race relations, also known 
as music, is the lifeblood of Memphis. It is 
music produced by a “group of social misfits 
in a dark room in the middle of the night.” 
And it is as simple as “the blues, Sun, Stax, 
bam bam bam.” Shaped and given 
expression by men like Jim Dickinson 
(whom we've been quoting), Furry Lewis, 
Alex Chilton, Dan Penn, Tav Falco and Sam 
a7 


Phillips. But the music, in turn, is a concept, 
a movement if you will, not a readily 
definable sound, a movement with its roots 
in cultural collision, the redneck versus the 
ghetto black. Eroico furore, poetic furor with 
wrestlers and groupies and artists and 
promoters and writers all playing a part. 
Gordon doesn’t try to construct a narrative 
out of the disparate parts, he gives usa 
bunch of stories, terrific stories, and lets the 
reader sort it out. It doesn't always come 
together but /t Came From Memphis is an 
engrossing read nonetheless. 

Dom Salemi 


KISS ME, JUDAS 
Will Christopher Baer 
(1998) Viking 


First off, give the author his due for daring. 
This particularly accomplished debut novel 
uses as its launch pad one of the grisliest 
urban legends going. Stop me if you've 
heard this one before: 

Man meets beautiful woman, buys a few 
rounds of drinks, and wakes up in a hotel 
bathtub full of ice with a side full of surgical 
staples holding shut an incision which is a 
consequence of the woman having stolen 
one of his kidneys. Except this time, there’s 
a touch of concern; she’s left a note in his 
hand: "If you want to live, call 911.” 
Complicating matters is that he may (or may 
not) now be carrying a load of cocaine or 
heroin inside his abdomen. 

The narrator and unwitting organ donor 
of Kiss Me, Judas is Phineas Poe, a young 
ex-cop from the Denver PD’s Internal Affairs 
division. He has a less-than-exemplary 
career behind him, and is just hours out of a 
mental ward, where he’s spent the last 
several months following his wife’s death 
from leukemia. Unless he actually killed 
her, instead. Poe’s feverish urge to retrieve 
his kidney - to either have it put back, or 
maybe eat it - and kill its thief plunges him 
into a twisted and at times mordantly funny 
odyssey through the treacheries of lust and 
hate. But the black market organ harvester, 
Jude, one of the most lethal femmes fatale 
to ever wear bad-girl lipstick, isn’t playing 
hard to find. She leads him straight to her, 
and in fact Phineas isn’t such a bloodthirsty 
guy after all. Ah well, as Janis Joplin said, 
“Go on, take another little piece of my 
heart.” 

Although the matter of the kidney is 
never far from center stage - it is, after all, 
the prime mover here - it’s still secondary to 
the infinitely more savage and fascinating 
exploration of falling for someone who has 
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the ability and the proven willingness to truly 
hurt you, and whose ultimate allegiance 
remains to be seen. Has Jude come to 
really care for Poe? Or is she merely 
steering him from point A to point B as the 
perfect drug mule? Or, since the stolen 
kidney may have gone rotten, is she waiting 
for the optimal moment to slice out his other 
one? Phineas is never sure, and doesn’t 
always seem to care, a lost soul whose life 
is so unmoored he lets himself be swept 
along by the flow of fate and circumstance 
rather than struggling against it. 

Baer wields a consummately sure hand 
in keeping the reader off-balance, telling the 
story in a fragmented, hallucinatory style. 
Often on painkillers and tranquilizers, 
Phineas Poe is a narrator so unreliable he 
could stymie even those found in the works 
of Patrick McGrath. Rather than trusting 
more and more that he’s telling the truth 
about events past and present, you 
increasingly have to throw your hands up in 
surrender, because half the time Poe 
himself isn’t sure what's real and what isn't, 
right down to his very identity. Add to this a 
cast of characters 
among whom 
scarcely a single 
one seems 
capable of telling 
the truth, and you 
have a novel that 
at every turn 
defies 
outguessing. 

Only two things 
are sure here from 
the outset: Love 
hurts, and Will 
Christopher Baer's 
second novel can't 
come out any too 
soon. 

Brian Hodge 


CIRCUS OF THE do Paš p zi 
SCARS ` (ms e 
Jan T. Gregor 
(1998) Brennan 
Dalsgard 
Publishers 


Whoowee, where 
do we start here, 
boys and girls? 
Hmmmm, 
perhaps the 
psychotic photo 
insert in the middle 
of the damn thing. 


Lord knows, that's what everybody around 
here couldn't get away from. Like looking at 
a car crash. To wit: Mr. Lifto, lugging a 
steam iron with his cock. Lifting ring 
attached to the head of his pierced pecker. 

Heavy shit. Yep. 

But this is just the tease, as it were. 

We'll do "Bile Beer" here in a minute, 
ok? 

And other stuff too. 

This is a thick tome. Almost four 
hundred pages. Loaded with all manner of 
weirdness Basic premise is that of the Tour 
Manager spilling his guts. Psychotic 
promoter. Human Marvels. Shows graded 
in shades of how many audience members 
fainted during the performance. Life out of a 
tour bus. Crappy hotel grooms. Groupies. 
A press that was so revolted by the shows 
that it couldn’t avoid giving them more 
publicity than they dreamed possible in the 
beginning. Biographical tidbits detailing the 
origins of each Human Marvel. A strange 
interspersing of a certain “Tunchi diary.” 
Excellent black and white illustrations by 
Ashleigh Talbot, including a clown face that 
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gradually turns into a devil's face as the tale 
progresses. Holy shit, but there's a lot of 
things in here. All of it just as excellent as 
can be. 

Against the backdrop of some seriously 
dubious goings on, a mundane story of the 
interactions of everyday people proves 
riveting., I.E., just because you've decided 
to cover your entire body from head to toe in 
puzzlile piece tattoos, doesn’t mean that 
you're immune to the common everyday 
highs and lows of life. 


The disparate members of the troupe 
are examined in light of their reactions to the 
stresses of being on tour, and having to put 
up with the shit of a hopelessly egotistical 
and greedy promoter. shoved, as they are, 
like sardines into a can, having to deal with 
one another on VERY close terms, they live 
their lives as best they can. 

All against the backdrop of a perfectly 
insane show. THE JIM ROSE CIRCUS 
SIDESHOW. 


If you thought this kind of barnstorm 
faded away with the last of the carneys in 
the late 50s, think again. It’s still alive and 
well, packing them in from coast to coast 
and across the Atlantic too. 

Consider The Tube, if you will. Among 
other delightful skills, the guy has taught 
himself to thread seven feet of surgical 
tubing into his stomach via his nose. 
Attached to the exterior end of the tube, is a 
TWO LITTER syringe. Load that fucker fulla 
beer and various other adulterants, and 
, poosh swoosh it down 
his hatch. But that’s 
just for starters. The 
[| syringe extracts as 
well as fills. Let the 
concoction sit in 
Tube’s gut for a little 
while, and then pull it 
all right back out 
again into the giant 
syringe. Yuck. But 
wait... Take the 
` syringe and shoot a 
A. little of Tube’s “Bile 
jee Beer’ into a mug. 

| Tube and other 
Marvels quaff the 
brew as if it’s fine 
wine. We're not quite 
done yet, however. A 
request goes out to 
» the members of the 
' audience. “Want 
« some?" And by golly 
A they DO. Drink it up 
[| folks, it’s good for you. 
Or something. 

Sword swallowing. 
Body piercing live on 
stage with pins 
through your cheeks 
from one side to the 
other. Walking up a 
ladder of swords upon 
which cucumbers had 
@ been earlier diced to 

we verify the sharpness 
of said swords. 
Throwing man-made lightning from your 
body via the effects of a tesla coil, tempting 
electrocution in the process. Eating 
maggots by the handful. Eating broken light 
bulbs. Oh hell, it goes on and on. Read the 
fucking book, ok? 

The original troupe broke up in the early 
90s, but some of these folks are still out 
there touring. Catch the show if it comes to 
your town... If youdare... 

James MacLaren 


FLESH UNLIMITED 
Guillaume Apollinaire 
(1995) Velvet 


The line from Baudelaire and Verlaine 
extends from Apollinaire (1880-1918). The 
French poet, novelist and critic helped usher 
modernism - kicking and screaming in its 
infancy - into the 20th Century. A man- 
about-the-arts, Guillaume championed the 
careers of new poets and painters in critical 
works like The Cubist Painters and in his 
own prose, plays and verse. While it is for 
the latter Apollinaire is remembered today, 
these two long forgotten erotic novellas, 
written over ninety years ago, possess a 
certain intellectual charm. The first, The 
Eleven Thousand Rods, is an effortlessly 
brilliant parody of the Marquis de Sade, a 
work piling outrage atop outrage in language 
at once fevered and oddly detached. The 
second, Memoirs of Don Juan appears, at 
first blush, to be a traditional sexual 
bildungsroman but whose calm poetic voice 
gradually, and quite risibly, reveals it to be a 
celebration of mindless, incestuous 
copulation, an acidulous comment on 
erotica itself. 

Dom Salemi 


BENDING THE LANDSCAPE: ORIGINAL 
GAY AND LESBIAN WRITING, VOL. Il 
eds. Nicola Griffith and Stephen Pagel 
(1998) Overlook Press 


THINGS INVISIBLE TO SEE: GAY AND 
LESBIAN TALES OF MAGIC REALISM 
ed. Lawrence Schimel 

(1998) Circlet Press 


The publishing industry is always on the 
look-out for a new market and finally, it 
seems, the folks with the money have 
figured out that gay people read too. 
Surprise, surprise. Nothing says a 
demographic group has arrived like the 
discovery of a sub-sub-subgenre tailor- 
made specially for them, at least as far as 
the mainstream world is concerned. 
Lest | be accused of untoward cynicism or 
worse, the first thing to point out is that the 
stories in these two collections are, for the 
most part, actually pretty damn good. 
Rather than shooting for the lowest common 
denominator by using genre fiction which 
merely substitutes gay characters for 
straight, the publishers have chosen editors 
known for their own ability to write well and 
judge good writing, as well as their 
marketability to both gay and straight 
audiences. 
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First up is the second book in the 
Bending The Landscape series. The first 
volume presented homosexual characters 
and issues inside the framework of fantasy 
settings and garnered a good deal of 
acclaim. This time editors Stephen Pagel 
and Lambda Award winner Nicola Griffith 
have assembled SF stories which explore 
one of the genre's most enduring themes, 
that of the "other" or the "alien" dwelling in 
so-called "normal" society. Rebecca Ore's 
evocative Half In Love With Easeful Rock 
And Roll, gives us a main character whose 
fear of commitment keeps her suspended 
between a potential human lover and a low- 
maintenance relationship with a virtual- 
reality Janis Joplin. Ellen Klages' Time 
Gypsy is a lesbian time-travel-romance-SF 
adventure which resonates on the notes that 
each era poses its own challenges for those 
who are different. The Rendezvous by 
Nancy Johnston, with its news article format, 
makes a wry Jury of Her Peers statement 
about drawing conclusions from false 
assumptions. Meanwhile veteran Hard SF 
writers Stephen Baxter (Sun-Drenched) and 
Allen Steele (The Flying Triangle) present 
spacefarers whose sexual persuasion 
inevitably affects their work. Tedious body- 
sculpted perfection is the norm in Wendy 
Rathbone's The Beautiful People. Like Vol. 
1, this second book in the series has a “hit- 
to-miss" ratio much higher than the usual 
theme anthology. (A third 
volume of horror stories is also 
planned.) Readers in search of 
fiction that stretches 
assumptions about gender as 
well as humanity will find much 
food for thought here. 

Lawrence Schimel is 
probably best known for his 
unforgettably original novel, The 
Drag Queen of Elfland. In the 
meantime, however, Schimel has 
edited some twenty anthologies 
of genre fantasy and 
homosexual erotica. Here he’s 
stretching the usual definition of 
magical realism (he uses Gabriel 
Garcia Marquez’ name 
frequently in his introduction to 
the book). Schimel’s version 
involves fiction “looking for - or 
inadvertently finding - something 
more, exploring the many layers 
of life as we know it and the 
hidden realms of the spirit that 
underlie our own mundane 
experience.” 
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In the striking The Story So Far, Nebula- 
winning author Martha Soukup creates a 
haunting world where peripheral characters 
rebel against the constrictive frame of the 
story which traps them into searching for 
love and happiness. Soukup is the only 
author to appear twice in the collection - 
deservedly so! - and while her story Absent 
Friends, lacks originality, she still manages 
to find touching power and emotion in the 
tale of a gay man alone on Christmas. Brian 
Thomson’s Reunion and Rand B. Lee’s The 
Pearl, also reunite gay friends lost through 
time and death. Nancy Springer succeeds 
marvelously with Elvis Lives, a thoughtful 
tale about two women united and ultimately 
divided by The King’s magic. Kerry 
Bashford’s Angel Droppings links a 
frustrated female novelist and a gay man 
whose guardian angel is determined to 
overturn his decidedly dull life. Shayna 
Maidel by Laura Antoniou is a Jewish 
folktale with a twist, the story of a lesbian 
whose sexuality isn’t the only secret she’s 
hiding from her parents. There are only two 
real clunkers here. Lawrence’s own The 
River of Time, barely avoids somnolescence 
as we follow a gay man around while he 
reminisces about a dead friend. Sarah 
Schulman’s The Penis Story, about a 
lesbian who awakens to find she’s grown a 
penis, is disappointingly trite and about as 
subtle as a sharp stick in the eye. 


But don’t judge the book on these two 
stories. The stronger works far outnumber 
the weaker ones here. And while there 
doesn’t seem to be much difference 
between these stories and standard genre 
fantasy, the anthology holds plenty of magic 
for readers of any sexual persuasion. 
Charlene Brusso 


ROCKABILLY - A FORTY YEAR 
JOURNEY 

Billy Poore 

(1998) Hal Leonard Corporation 


Rockabilly, that bastardized cross-breed 
devil spawn of Blues, Country & Western 
sounds, and inbred hillbilly weirdness, is one 
of the true Rodney Dangerfields in the 
history of American born and bred music. It 
was to the 50s what the most violent Hip 
Hop/Gangsta Rap is in the 90s - just not 
discussed or played or danced to in polite, 
civilized company. It has never been 
accorded the critical or literary respect of, 
say, Blues, Jazz, or Bluegrass. Hell, it’s 
damn near impossible to find CD/LP stores 
anywhere with Rockabilly sections. Tower 
Records, which has a Cajun/Zydeco section, 
for Chrissake, doesn't know what to do with 
Rockabilly CDs, and splits them among their 
Oldies, Country/Western, and Rock/Pop 
sections. 

Billy Poore, the World’s foremost 


A travel book taking you behing the plastic curtain of blatant American culture. 


: Special » by Peter Sotos 


Hockabilly authority, would like to rectify these oversights, 
and he has written what has to be THE BIBLE on this music 
genre (or sub-genre or mutant, perhaps). A former D.C. area 
resident now living in Tennessee, Billy was a dancer on The 
Milt Grant Show in the 50s, charter member of The Pagans 
motorcycle gang, promoted a wide variety of rock and roll 
shows, founded Renegade Records, and wrote and 
published The Rockabilly Revue magazine (when's the next 
issue, dammit???). He is also a great storyteller, having 
known first hand many of the characters in this book, as well 
as being one of the most user-friendly writers in existence - 
reading his work is like sitting down and having a friendly 
conversation with him over a couple of ice cold tall ones. 

Poore devotes the first part of his book to the six artists he 
considers the most important rockabillies - Sun-era Elvis, Carl 
Perkins, Jerry Lee Lewis, Buddy Holly, Gene Vincent, and 
Eddie Cochran - no argument from me, other than | would 
consider possibly expanding this coterie by one to three slots 
to include Johnny Burnette 8 The Rock 8 Roll Trio, Little 
Richard, and Chuck Berry. While my last two choices may 
not fit the strictest definition of "Rockabilly," they certainly 
were influenced by early RAB, as well as influencing later 
rockabillies themselves (every RAB band since the late 50s 
has liberally tapped into their respective songbooks for cover 
material). Also, as Billy took great pains to point out in most 
issues of his magazine, he has always favored the "billy" part 
of the music . .. and Messrs. Penniman and Berry definitely 
come down on the "rocka" side of the eguation. Poore also 
spends time on many of the "shoulda-beens" like Billy Lee 
Riley (whose Flying Saucer Rock 8 Roll) could easily have 
been as big as Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On, had Sam 
Phillips chosen to push Billy Lee instead of his backup piano 
player, one Jerry Lee Lewis - causing an irate Mr. Riley to 
trash Sun Studios in a drunken rage one night, pouring liquor 
all over the recording equipment!), Warren Smith, Hayden 
Ihompson, the RAB ladies - Janis Martin, Wanda Jackson, 
otc., and other noteworthies. Throughout the book, Billy talks 
about his great friend, the recently-deceased Charlie 
leathers (who gets his own chapter), who has been 
described over the years, depending on who's doing the 
talking, as either one of the first fathers of rockabilly 
(undoubtedly true) or just one of the all-time great liars and 
BS artists. Poore relates several great first hand stories 
about Feathers. Also of note - the very funny story about 
Conway Twitty’s concert in Maryland in the 60s (after his 
conversion to C&W), where the Pagans motorcycle gang 
basically intimidated him into playing non-stop Rockabilly all 
night, which Twitty later denied as ever happening. 

Just as importantly, Billy P. debunks some of the 
mythology that has grown around this music over the years. 
| or example, the music did not die on the day of Buddy H.'s 
plane crash, Don McLean’s awful American Pie to the 
contrary. It was already dead (thankfully, temporarily), from 

(1) Little Richard’s conversion from Godless rock & roll 
ind homosexuality to True Religion 

(2) Elvis’ going into the Army; and 

(3) Jerry Lee’s hillbilly incest scandal. Buddy Holly had 
already moved to NYC and was recording what could only be 
called pop music ( True Love ways, Raining In My Heart, etc.). 
As Billy points out, if the music was thriving, Holly wouldn't 
have been playing in Clear Lake, lowa. 
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Poore covers the history of Rockabilly up 
through the 60s (including his reaction to 
Beatlemania), 70s and 80s revivals (Robert 
Gordon, Stray Cats), and into the 90s (BR5- 
49), devoting some time to his Renegade 
label activities (Johnny Seaton, LesLee 
"Bird" Anderson, and the late, great Danny 
Gatton, who could have revolutionized 
Rockabilly guitar, had he decided to 
concentrate on just this genre - Gatton also 
contributed the Forward to this book, and 
introduced Billy P. to the Hal Leonard 
people who published this tome). Along the 
way, Poore also talks about various artists 
not generally considered Rockabilly, but 
who had a great impact nevertheless - 
Bobby Fuller, John Fogerty and CCR, Dave 
Edmunds, etc. He also discusses some of 
the better known record producers (Sam 
Phillips, for example) and Rockabilly- 
influenced films (Jailhouse Rock, Rock, 
Baby, Rock It, High School Confidential). 
The book is liberally peppered throughout 
with hundreds of very cool pictures from 
Poore's collection. 

All in all, Poore possesses what must be 
considered encyclopedic knowledge of 
Rockabilly music (and most other American 
music as well!). Required reading for fans 
of Rock & Roll, Rockabilly, and/or greasy 
hair and black leather jackets. 

John Oliver 


COLLECTED FICTIONS 
JORGE LUIS BORGES; 
Translated by Andrew Hurley 
(1998) Viking 


Not many fantasy writers earn the respect of 
notorious literary types such as feted critic 
Harold Bloom and boring white suburban 
guy John Updike, but their accolades have 
joined hundreds of others written since 
Borges’ first publication in English over fifty 
years ago. Borges (1899-1986), an 
Argentine poet, librarian, essayist, and 
short-story writer, wrote in Spanish, though 
he was well-read in other languages and 
worked as a translator himself from time to 
time. His writing is regarded as a 
centerpiece to the growth of Latin American 
literature (often lumped under the 
misleading term “magical realism”) in the 
20th Century. 

Not to slight Latin American literature, 
however, but Borges’ work stands alone as 
well, singular across the world of global 
literature - a deserved accolade for a man 
who held that much of what he wrote was 
merely a plagiarism or reworking of earlier 
texts. (In the preface to a 1954 edition of A 
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Universal History of Iniquity, Borges blandly 
described the ironic pseudo-biographies 
there as “the irresponsible sport of a shy 
sort of man who could not bring himself to 
write short stories, and so amused himself 
by changing and distorting (sometimes 
without aesthetic justification) the stories of 
other men.” 

This volume contains fully nine smaller 
collections: A Universal History of Iniquity 
(1935), The Garden of Forking Paths 
(1941), Artifices (1944), The Aleph (1949), 
The Maker (1960), In Praise of Darkness 
(1969), Brodie’s Report (1970), The Book of 
Sand (1975), Shakespeare’s Memory 
(1983). 

With a collection this large, it’s 
impossible to talk about each story 
individually. The reader’s mind forms 
impressions, notes patterns, remembering 
repeated images rather than single 
characters or plot lines. Borges’ work is 
dense with mysterious, powerful icons: the 
patterned, fractal-like chaos of the labyrinth, 
(Death And The Compass, The Circular 
Ruins) curious dopplegangers and mirrors 
which reflect the hidden better than the 
obvious (Covered Mirrors), endless libraries 
(The Library of Babel) and magical books (A 
Survey of the Works of Herbert Quain, 
whose structural and thematic complexity 
makes Joyce’s Ulysses look like a comic 
book!), and strange lands existing in some 
dimension parallel with our own (Tlon, 
Ugbar, Orbis Tertius). Often images 
combine neatly; the mythical city of Tlon is 
“a labyrinth plotted by men, a labyrinth 
destined to be deciphered by men... For 
there is no God; we are here, in a circular 
ruin, dreaming one another.” 

More than once Borges took to the 
sneaky and amusing practice of writing 
scholarly treatises on imaginary grand 
histories of wholly invented places. “It is a 
laborious madness and an impoverishing 
one, the madness of composing vast books 
... he writes in the foreword to The Garden 
of Forking Paths. “The better way to go 
about it is to pretend that those books 
already exist, and offer a summary, a 
commentary on them. That was Carlyle’s 
procedure in Sartor Resartus, Butler's 
procedure in The Fair Haven. A more 
reasonable, more inept, and more lazy man, 
| have chosen to write notes on imaginary 
books.” 

Applying one of Borges’ favorite 
recurring images - the labyrinth - time and 
reality must wind about and coil back on 
themselves again and again. More than 
once he wrote of characters who met other 


men, or older or younger versions of 
themselves, only to learn in the end that 
they themselves were likewise dreamed 
(The Circular Ruins, Borges and I). This 
recursiveness and loss of individual destiny 
gives a strangely Norse-like fatality to much 
of his work. In Borges’ stories men (and 
infrequently women) strive for perfect 
success - for clear, clean answers to the 
ancient mysteries of death, honor, love, and 
revenge. They struggle, and sometimes win 
small victories without even quite reaching 
that ultimate goal. 

The soul of each of Borges’ stories rises 
from pure observation without obvious 
judgment. Often a story will seem merely to 
lay out the particulars of an event, but within 
the words are a myriad sublet layers of 
meaning. In the tragic short story The Duel, 
Borges writes, "| should warn the reader that 
the episodes of the tale are less important 
than the situation that led to them, and less 
important, too, than the characters that 
figure in them.” 

Though his characters appear as 
complete individuals, they seldom have 
memorably different voices; each speaks 
with the same sparse, frequently laconic 
tone, a dry and weighty grace, as though 
they are all - as they must be, in the end - 
reflections of a single man. Even the voice 
of the maze-locked minotaur in The House 
of Asterion, ignorant of life outside its 
domain, speaks this way, completely 
accepting its final fate. 

In the closing of The Shape of the 
Sword, about the life of an Irish Republican 
during the rebellion of the early 20th 
Century, Borges seems to offer a possible 
explanation of this theme: “Whatsoever one 
does, it is as though all men did it. That is 
why it is not unfair that a single act of 
disobedience in a garden should 
contaminate all humanity; that is why it is 
not unfair that a single Jew’s crucifixion 
should be enough to save it... Any man is 
all men." 

Humbly (and humorously) enough, 
Borges (he of the labyrinthine arrangements 
and multi-dimensional worlds) claimed to 
write “plain,” rather than simple, tales - 
“there is not a simple page, a simple word, 
on earth - for all pages, all words, predicate 
the universe, whose most notorious attribute 
is its complexity . . . | do not aspire to be 
Aesop. My tales, like those of the Thousand 
and One Nights, are intended not to 
persuade readers, but to entertain and 
touch them.” 

Charlene Brusso 


I’ve been involved in the porn biz 
for going on ten years now. Not 
(hat it’s boring, but after a while it 
just becomes...ordinary, common- 
place. You get used to people 
fucking and sucking in front of 
you. Anesthetized. A naked 
bod—unless it’s one you’re going 
to wrap your legs around—is no 
biggie. It’s just part of the job, a 
tool of the trade, so to speak. I 
imagine if you worked in a candy 
factory, you'd feel the same about 
chocolate. Unless it’s really good 
chocolate. 

My husband’s friends marvel at 
the fact that our TV cabinet is lit- 
erally bursting with porn screen- 
ers. I don't watch them unless I 
have to review them. With so 
much smut around, Raul’s been 
known to find them ho-hum, too. 
Unless, of course, it’s a Buttman 
tape or Debbie Diamond enjoying 
a semen shower. We get so many 
pornos here at the Hart House that 
we give them away. The guys at the 
local firehouse are elated. (They call 
them "late nights.") This prevents 
them from having to go into the local 
video store to rent them, and thus 
preserves their status in the neighbor- 
hood. Call it community service, if 
you like. 

But lately, even the firemen have 
become jaded. Instead of treasuring 
each torrid tape like gold, a gift from 
the erotic underworld, they’ re 
becoming selective. Suddenly, 
everyone’s a critic. “The stories are 
dumb,” or, “They all seem the same” 
is the common comment. “Where’s 
Buttman?” they lament. But alas, 
Buttman cut me from his mailing list. 

And they' re even worse when it 
comes to magazines. They get smut 
tags which sell for $5.95 (Hustler 's 
[rotic Video Guide, Portfolio, 
Nugget, etc.) a gratis whenever | get 
dupes. “Not another pee layout!" 
they whine. Or worse, "We want 
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I’ve donated 
at least 100 
sexvids over the 

past few years 
and they’re all 
gone to who knows where. The fire- 
boys forget the times when porn was 
difficult to procure and dirty books 
were hidden under sweaty mattress- 
es. Now it runs rampant, is easy to 
get, and therefore, losing its zing. 

Most of my male friends beg me 
for the opportunity to visit an X- 
rated movie set. They must be under 
the impression that it’s one long, 
relentless orgy involving cast and 
crew. It’s not. It’s work. The days 
are endless, 12 to 18 hours with few 
breaks. The set is usually stifling 
because the noise of a fan or air con- 
ditioner would interfere with the 
filming. I hate to break your bubbles 
but between takes you hear stuff like, 
“What’s the score in the Bulls 
game,” or, “Okay, three more min- 
utes of cowgirl then go into doggie.” 
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scene, it might be all passion and fire 
but the reality of it is it’s a job. 

More bubble bursting: a porn 
princess at eight in the morning with 
little sleep and no makeup looks 
pretty much like any other woman 
under those conditions. And I’m 
convinced that almost any gal would 
look gorgeous under the skilled hand 
of a makeup artist. Most of them 
moonlight in flesh flicks but paint 
fashion models and “regular” 
actresses by day. Same goes for set 
photographers (TV shows, corporate 
portraits, etc.). A picture is a picture. 
It doesn’t matter to them whether the 
person in it happens to be naked. 

My husband was one of those 
people dreamed of being invited onto 
a porn shoot. Three weeks after we 
started dating, he was. We needed an 
extra to play a mobster thug ina 
Rick Savage epic called Dirty. After 
the initial thrill wore off, I guess 
Raul realized he was in a cramped 
West Side Manhattan apartment with 
people who were just trying to earn a 
buck. Who had a six month old 
infant at home. Who was going for 
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New York Video | 


Productions. They were in the 

G | midst of an intense bondage scene 
SA. when pizza arrived. The studio 
owner, an actress and myself dug 
into the gooey pie and sat on a 
sofa at the edge of the set. It was 
like eating dinner watching TV, 
only people were hitting each 
other with floggers. Suddenly, 
Rick lashed out at us: "Do you 
mind? We're trying to make a 
movie and you're sitting there 
chomping away. Don’t you think 
we’re hungry too?" More humili- 
ated than Veronique, who was tied 
to the coffee table, we slunked off 
to another room, embarrassed. 
Rick was right. We were rude. 

While the public attending the 
East Coast Video Show was 
focused on soccer-ball tits and the 
length of autograph lines, the con- 
vention had more of a dysfunctional 
family reunion feel for us. Here, you 
caught up on the last few months, 
year or so. The banter wasn’t so 
much, “What’s your favorite sex 
position?" but, “How are the kids?" 
to Ariana. I remember how upset she 


dinner with her mother-in-law after 
she finished this blow job. Who was 
worried how her pubic razor burn 
would look on camera. Eventually, 
Raul ended up in the kitchen doing 
the Times crossword puzzle with a 
tall blonde actress they nicknamed 
“Big Bird.” You know, a typical 
porn shoot. 

Recently, I was at 
another Rick Savage 
shoot, this one a fetish 
bout for Outlaw 


Right: Rick, Veronique & 
Ecsiasy await a pizza 
delivery h 

Bottom: "No pizza for US?” zo m. A 


was on a Bizarre 
Video shoot in 
Brooklyn when 

$ her teenage 

& daughter in Los 
| Angeles had a 

| bad asthma 
attack—alone. 
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Nonetheless, I’m always floored 
when Nina Hartley remembers my 
wedding anniversary, which is close 
to hers. (Albeit, the Hartley union is 
a three-way wedlock with two wives 
and a hubby.) Or when she puts on 
her RN cap and asks about my Dad’s 
health and shows true concern at the 
response: still struggling with my 
mom’s death, lost a kidney last year, 
prostate problems. I can see she’s 
making mental notes and will ask me 
about him the next time we meet. 
When I first introduced them at an 
autograph signing in Manhattan, she 
politely shook my Dad’s hand and 
told him how proud he should be of 
me. “Ariel’s one of our best,” she 
said. 

Perhaps the strangest part is that 
during these encounters, I have to 
remind myself, “This woman’s wear- 
ing a g-string,’ or “Her tits are out,’ 
or ‘She has a tiny pewter cunt ona 
chain around her neck!" It bothers 
me that it takes a while for me to 
notice. But I suppose Nina and I 
relate to each other as people first, 
pornographers second. 

Another strange thing hap- 
pened at the EVCS this past 
% October. A bunch of us showed 
a; up at an after-hours “party” the 
| Swank magazine people were 
= throwing at Harrahs. It turned 
out to be a photo op to celebrate 
one of their video mags. There 
we were, the porn press, gathered 
in a small, tight room. Five 
women were rolling around on 
the bed, truly getting into the 
scene despite the abrasive pho- 
tographer prompting them with, 
“Orgasms are encouraged...” 
Girls like Delaine, Autumn Blaze, 
Poison and pals were munching each 
other while the Weather Channel was 
on TV. And what do you think we 
were watching? “Hey, is it supposed 
to rain tomorrow?” 

Screw’s former managing editor 
Eric Danville was there. So was his 


probably wasn't even real) tion was, "Did Max's hat fly off?" 
and her husband went bal- Yes, in fact, it did. Talk about blasé! 
listic. Maybe I have been in this business 
Marisella Roman of too long. Hey, I wonder what's on 
Select Entertainment, who the Weather Channel. so 
“supplied” most of the | 
girls for this soiree, told 
Max something like, “I’ve 
seen your dick. It's small 
and soft." To which Max 
gave a comment | couldn’t 
hear. Suddenly her hus- 
A, a . v s se band Tommy (supposedly 
a... “ . " an ex-boxer) lunged at vi | : 
Max from across the room, | - | 
grabbed him by the wind- 
pipe and pinned him by the 
throat. Poor Max was so 
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At the SWANK 
party 


Top: "See, | can 
count to ten. 
That's ten. Il can k 
also count to m 
eleven, but you'll se : eo o ig 
have to help me | : | Lo > Pa v ZRN za Bottom: One thing that nazi 
out." ža mo" KT ei Rudolph "Benito" Giuliani can't ruin about the 
. ... O oo 7" oe > | : great city of New York 
Right: Christi @ zarja = METO "A z 2 i 
Lake and friend * -aiis A | mM 
showing us it's ke + sa k v bk čni 
just a job. v si 


Top: Nina Hartley goes above 
and beyond for a fan 
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wife, erotic scribe and editrix of stunned he couldn't move. 
Extreme Fetish Abby Ehmann. “Can His head hit the floor with 
you believe it?” Abby asked, "Three a crack and his eyes were Vem 


chicks eating each other out and starting to bug out of his 
we’re watching the Weather pink face like a trout's. 
Channel." Say itain't so. Havel Marisella was screaming 
been in the jizz biz too long? for Tommy to stop. “It 
Okay, so real sex might be blasé was my fault, I provoked 
for us but how about real violence? him,” she admitted. It took 


Gonzo filmmaker Max Hardcore was three men to pull Tommy 
clearly drunk. A good ol’ boy who off Max. A bower which 


never goes anywhere without his had just held a quintet of 

trademark white cowboy hat, Max gyrating girlflesh was now GG 
took out his little inebriated dick and a hospital bed. Sort of. 
waved it around, claiming he wanted Real violence. It’s ugly, 

to make a Max Hardcore flick. nasty, dirty. When an 

Once, by mistake, he stepped on industry exec heard about 

Autumn’s luxurious red hair (which the fracas, his only ques- 
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send your stuff to: 


DANNY HELLMAN 
P.O. BOX 901 


OLD CHELSEA STATION 
NY, NY 10113-0901 


Dear Reader---Long have I labored 
these many years as a humble 
footsoldier in the service of Dom 
Salemi, (Capo Di Tutti Brutti), draw- 
ing many of the column headers 
and the occasional cover for 
Brutarian. Now, in his infinite gen- 
erosity, Dom has asked me to write 
a review column for Brutarian, so 
that | might help you distinguish 
between the multitude of shiny 
plastic and paper objects that com- 
pete for your attention; | shall not 
fail him. Now onto the reviews, God 
guide my hand. 
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ROLLERDERBY #23---It 

was more than a few years 
ago, but it seems like just 
yesterday when | swiped 

that Suckdog video from 
ex-SCREW magazine editor 
David Aaron Clark. | swiped the 
tape because | was intrigued by 
its name---what on God’s earth 
was a "Suckdog"? The name 
was rich with possibility---sim- 
ply speaking it aloud brought a 
smile to my lips. Whatever 
Suckdog was, | was certain l'd 
like it. 

Of course, that's what 
youth is all about, isn’t it---you 
have all those naive hopes that 
Life's gonna turn out to be an 
endless party full of joyful sur- 
prises. Then of course, Reality 
steps on your head and grinds 
your face against the concrete 
until your formerly supple flesh 
comes to resemble ground 
chuck. 

V m sure many of you have 
seen the tape I’m referring to, 
but for those of you that 
haven't, I'll say this: the 
Suckdog video blew like an 
enormous industrial fan built in 
the People's Republic of China. 
The high point of the video as | 
remember it was seeing the young- 
yet-leathery Lisa Suckdog roll 
around in her bra and panties with 
a bottle of bourbon on the hard- 
wood floor of some poor bastard's 
attic, blathering incoherently in a 
drunken stupor about the then not- 
yet-dead G.G. Allin, 


and briefly wrestling Lo — 


with some extremely 
young, also underwear- 
clad gal pal. This was 
followed by something 
that might be VERY 
charitably described as 
a live musical perfor- 
mance by the Suckdog 
band; finally the tape 
reached it's finale with Ms. 
Suckdog and some huge, wooly 
friends acting out some outdoor 
hillbilly rape drama a la 
"Deliverance" via Angel Dust. 


Ge: sei 
E i 


| pressed the eject button with 
some disappointment---Suckdog 
SUCKED. 

But this is 1999, and if I’ve 
learned one thing in the interven- 
ing years, it's how to spot the 
TRULY awful things coming, and to 
steer clear of ‘em. That must be 
why I’ve never had the opportunity 
to experience Lisa Suckdog (now- 
Carver)’s popular zine 
ROLLERDERBY---until today. 

I'd managed to dodge 
ROLLERDERBY for it’s entire run, 
but when | heard that someone | 
know had been trashed recently in 
it’s pages, | felt the need to sneak a 
guilty peek. Sure enough, planted 
somewhere in the midst of 
ROLLERDERBY# 23’s six trillion- 
some-odd pages of drearily girlish 
navel-gazing and ho-hum band 
reviews is one steaming turd of a 
hatchet job that cries out for 
VENGEANCE! 

And the target of this fascinat- 
ing six-page exercise in Gossip 
Warfare is none other than current 
SCREW Magazine editor and shim- 
mering party goddess Kate Fallon. 
The "article" attempts in its feeble 
way to be balanced, (as reflected in 
its title, "Kate: Slaggy Coke Whore 
or Prophet Of Our Times?") but 
after reading through this heap of 
eyewitness reminiscences of Kate 
contributed by Suckdog’s round 
table of mongoloids, the piece can- 
not be mistaken for anything but 
the virulent spit-wad of jealous 
bitching that it is. 
a | Accompanying 
€ the piece on the 
issue’s inside front 
cover are several 
color photos show- 
ing Suckdog and 
@ Kate Fallon in hap- 
yj} £ © pier times, capering 

gleefully in various 
East Village water- 
s ing holes. Looking 
them over, | find myself imagining 
the following scenario: an unsus- 
pecting Kate welcomes this talent- 
less, brain-damaged New England 
Skank to NYC, shows her what has 


to have been the most blindingly 
good time she's ever had in her 
miserable life, and is repaid for her 
kindness with this pa of idiots 
scourging her in print! BAD SUCK- 
DOG!!! 

One wonders where busy 
single mother Suckdog finds the 
time to assemble her worthless 
rag, what with conversations like 
THIS distracting her: 

BABY SUCKDOG---"Where’s my 
Daddy?" 
MAMA SUCKDOG---"Hush, my 
little web-footed darling---your 
Daddy's gone away to the woods 
to shoot guns with his friends from 
the White People's Party." 
Readers, | ask that you guick- 
ly grab pen and paper, write your 
Congressman and tell him that you 
won't stand for the senseless 
deforestation that will one day 
leave the Northwest Woods and all 
of South America as bald as my 
skull. Tell him that you won't sit 
back while countless ancient red- 
woods are chopped down, ground 
up into pulp and forced to suffer 
such unkind humiliation. Write 
carefully and clearly how you don't 
want to see our precious natural 
resources sguandered on such 
doggerel as ROLLERDERBY. And 
while you're at it, TELL THAT 
PRICK DOWN IN WASHINGTON TO 
ORDER THE NAVY SEALS TO EXE- 
CUTE A PRE-DAWN VERTICAL 
INSERTION ON SUCKDOG'S 
MALFORMED SKULL RIGHT 
NOW...future generations will 
thank you. 


THE EXIT COLLECTION ----With 
ANSWER ME’s Jim Goad safely 
behind bars, the reigning Fuhrer of 
Zine Nihilism would have to be 
EXIT’s George Petros. In spite of 

a complete absence of new output 
from EXIT for more than five years, 
Petros continues to make his 
malignant presence felt, (albeit 
faintly), with softcover "Best-Of" 
collections. In 1992 we saw the 
publication of EXPLODING 
HEARTS, EXPLODING STARS: THE 
BEST OF GEORGE PETROS, in 


which the demonic 
editor scraped 
together his own 
contributions to 
the horrid mag. 

Now we are 
confronted with 
THE EXIT COLLEC- 
TION published by 
Tacit; a nearly-700 
page doorstop-of- 
death that’s certain 
to give scary dreams 
and goosepimply 
LSD flashbacks to 
even the most hard- 
boiled Satan-wor- 
shippers, (and you 
know who you are). 

Ten years and six oversized 
issues of EXIT give editor Petros a 
hefty archive to fumble through, 
and with this collection he man- 
ages to boil that huge morass 
down to a densely-concentrated 
cluster bomb of insanity that’s 
100% guaranteed to inspire at least 
one mental patient out there to 
embark on an interstate killing- 
spree that'll make Ted Bundy look 
like a Girl Scout selling Thin Mints. 
We can only hope that this murder- 
er makes a beeline for the NYC 
offices of SECONDS magazine. 

Here, connoisseurs of visual 
depravity will delight in the many 
submissions from the usual dis- 
turbed suspects. We have veiny x- 
ray porno paintings by Alex Grey, 
drawings by tumor-obsessed rat- 
biter Joe Coleman, typically 
unfathomable cartoons by hipster- 
snob favorite Raymond Pettibon, 
blindness-inducing collages by 
Jim "Foetus" Thirlwell, plus some 
genuinely good stuff by drawn by 
Devo’s Mark Mothersbaugh, Robert 
Williams, (one of his CREEPIEST 
comic strips!), fungus enthusiast 
Steve Cerio, 19th Century Industry- 
obsessed cartoonist A.C. Samish, 
and Seattle’s most evil scribbler 
Jim Blanchard. Why, there’s even a 
wee little illustration by ME buried 
deep in the middle of this mess, 
(turn immediately to pg.341), so | 
can’t take a COMPLETE dump on 


this book now, 
can |? 

Sure | can! 
The writing in 
EXIT is one 
baffling pseu- 
| do-scientific- 
| Fascist-Acid- 
| head rant after 
| another. Hey, 
| I’m as fasci- 

' nated by Hitler 
; as the next 
| guy, but after 
flipping past 
all those 
cutesy Uncle 
Dolf pho- 
tomontages 
and diagrams explaining the 
Mystical Underpinnings of the 
Swastika, one gets the icky feeling 
that someone's jerkin' the gherkin 
while they're pasting this book 
together! The only writing in here 
that | would recommend that any- 
one so much as ATTEMPT to read 
are Petros' own fake New York 
Times front pages from the future, 
which are entertaining in their way. 
Throw in some excreta from 
"angry" washed-up has-beens 
Lydia Lunch and Henry Rollins, 
and a back cover pull-guote from 
Charles Manson, and you've got 
the perfect Christmas gift for that 
special someone whose head 
you'd like to see explode. ($25!) 


"WHAT ITIS.... WHAT IT WAS", a 
208 page trade paperback from 
Hyperion/Miramax Books, explores 
the vibrant world of Seventies 
Blaxploitation films. Editors Gerald 
and Diana Martinez and Andres 
Chavez collect essays from count- 
less screen legends like Pam Grier 
, Rudy Ray Moore, and Fred 
Williamson, as well as from admir- 
ing honkies like Roger Corman and 
Quentin Tarantino. I’m sure these 
essays will fascinate scholars of 
the genre, but I’ll never read them. 
I’m too busy looking at the 
PICTURES; hundreds of large, full- 
color repros of gloriously lurid 
posters from favorites like "Hell Up 
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In Harlem", "Avenging Disco 
Godfather", and "Black Shampoo". 
Get ready to spend $19.95, mutha- 
fucka. 


MAKING TRACKS: THE RISE OF 
BLONDIE by Debbie 
Harry, Chris Stein, and 
Victor Bockris. F 
Originally published in | 
1982 somewhere in 3 
the U.K., this 
book is a 
very fun 
read. The 
text is con- 
versational 
and honest; 
Debbie Harry’s 
reminiscences 
of Blondie’s m 
early years are at one moment 
hilarious, and at the next, grim. 
She paints a vivid picture of the 
bohemian’s lifestyle in mid-to-late 
70'S Manhattan; the city’s glorious 
period of decline when rents were 
cheap, and the Bowery was home 
to abandoned storefronts full of 
frozen winos, not the swank faux- 
euro bistros we see today. 
Surrounded by alley cats, 
lunatics and dope fiends on all 
sides, the band struggles through 
various line-ups and record com- 
pany rip-offs, rubbing up against 
all your favorite 
seminal Punk 
and New Wave 
heroes on their 
way to world- 
wide stardom. 
Bowie, Iggy, the 
Ramones, Devo 
and all the rest 
make guest 
appearances 
here, not only in 
words but in 
hundreds of fab- 
ulous photos, 
most of which I’m guessing were 
snapped by Mr. Stein. (I come to 
this conclusion because the sub- 
ject of MOST of these photos is the 
eerily beautiful Ms. Harry herself, 
wearing a variety of slinky outfits.) 
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DaCapo Press, $19.95 


THE BEST OF WILLIAM 
BURROUGHS (Giorno 
Poetry Systems) and 
JUNKY (Penguin 
Audiobooks, abridged) 
Being a child of televi- 
, sion, | suffer from 
| maladies common to 
-= my generation: short 
F attention span, an 
inability to concen- 
trate, decades-old 
teevee jingles 
ringing endlessly in my 
skull, and severe 
headaches brought on 
by the act of forcing 
my eyes across those 
, tiny rows of little 
black squiggles that you often see 
cluttering up perfectly good sheets 
of paper, (what smart people call 
"reading"). My thanks go out to 
John Giorno, who has spared me a 
little of that needless suffering. 
Mention William Burroughs’ 
name to folks and they divide 
cleanly into two piles; 
those who recoil in horror, shriek- 
ing "that twisted old creep---did 
you know he shot his wife in the 
head?", and those who’re willing to 
cut the lunatic visionary some 
slack, mumbling wryly "that twist- 
ed old creep--- you 
know he shot his wife 
f in the head, 
don’tcha?" 
Burroughs’ creaky 
Missouri monotone is 
another sticky point. 
For most, it’s finger- 
nails on the chalk- 
board time; for others, 
pure gold. For those 
who enjoy Burroughs 
(like me), this four-CD 
boxed set is a wel- 
come bundle of joy. 
The first disk provides brief read- 
ings from Junky and Naked Lunch, 
the second and third disks bring 
you later material from the Wild 
Boys, Place of Dead Roads, etc., 
and the fourth disk is a collection 


DS O 


of the experimen- 
tal audio cut-ups 
© that Burroughs 

€ whipped up in 
the late 
Fifties/early 
Sixties. (Those 

me who own the Sub 
ma Rosa CD 
"Breakthrough in 
ME Grey Room" will 
EM find the stuff on 
the fourth disk 
slightly familiar, 
but with less of 
those jangly Joujouka sessions 
padding it out.) 

The boxed set comes with a 
large booklet crammed with pin- 
ups of Burroughs through the 
decades, including some creepy 
shots of the old geezer scarred 
and shirtless, recovering from 
bypass surgery, and later, cooling 
it in his coffin. | found $65 a mere 
trifle to pay for over two hours of 
fun, but I’m sure there are many of 
you who'd rather be shot through 
the forehead. 

If that's the case, then you 
probably won't want to pick up 
JUNKY from Penguin Audiobooks, 
as | did. Two audio cassettes 
running approximately three hours 
total give you an abridged-but- 
satisfying reading from one of the 
author's early, straightforwardly 
narrative novels, (no hallucinatory 
cut-ups here). You'll hear an 
especially old and tired-sounding 
Burroughs retelling his exploits 
as a Junk seller, addict, and petty 
criminal in late 1940's New York. 
Our hero drifts for years, jobless 
and listless from cafeteria to 
subway platform, rubbing elbows 
with a plethora of colorful lowlife 
characters. Scant mention is 
made of his doomed wife (referred 
to dispassionately as "my old 
lady") who manages a few brief 
appearances, usually to bail him 
out of prison. Time passes, the 
cops begin to crack down, and our 
hero flees to Mexico in search of 
cheaper, hassle-free heroin. The 
book winds up with Burroughs, 


seemingly dis- 
couraged with his 
drug of choice, 
and dreaming of 
the legendary 
drug Yage, which 
he stumbles off 
into the sunset 
hoping to score. 


KARMA by Itzik 
Rennert---Think of Israel and what 
comes to mind...Falafel? Yes. 
Exploding buses? Certainly. Comic 
books? | think not, but this hand- 
somely produced little number 
makes an effort to put The Holy 
Land on the map as more than just 
the Official Host Country for the 
coming Battle of Armageddon. 

KARMA is a nicely drawn, 
exguisitely colored and designed 
24-page comic, with a strange and 
pleasant morality fable for a plot. 
The story concerns a vengeful 
Hiroshima survivor, her Femme 
Fatale She-Male offspring, an all- 
knowing Buddhist monk, and 
Danny Kaye (!). There's weird sex, 
body parts in glass jars, and an 
unusual happy ending---all written 
and drawn by what | suspect is a 
rare breed; a cartoonist that knows 
how to fieldstrip an Uzi. Published 
by Actus Tragicus, and well worth 
$5.95. 


EVIL EYE #17 by Richard Sala 
(Fantagraphics, $2.95) Richard 
Sala's elegant, unmistakable draw- 
ing style is a hybrid of Edward 
Gorey's Gothic scratchiness 
with 1930’S Vanity Fair 
Caricaturist 
Miguel Covurrubias’ 
Art Deco angulari- 
ties; the result is 
always pleasing to 
the eye, particu- 
larly when Sala’s 
sketching a grizzled, 
deformed villain or a 
nubile young cutie-pie. 
This first issue of 
EVIL EYE contains two sto- 
ries; the first is "Reflection in a 
Glass Scorpion", the initial chapter 


of a grisly Scooby Doo-style 
í mystery caper that will 
undoubtedly run well into 
the next century before it’s 

A all told. The second is 

} "Peculia", a vignette that 
TA] seeks to introduce us to one 
| of Sala’s sweet-faced hero- 
ines as she takes a stroll, 
only to be hassled by 
ghouls and monsters of 
every description. All-in-all, a wor- 
thy addition to your comic collec- 
tion. 


JACK’S LUCK 
RUNS OUT 
by Jason Little 

Talented cartoonist Jason Little 
won himself that 
Holy Grail of 
"Alternative" 
Comicdom, the 
sought-after Xeric 
grant, allowing him 
to self-publish this 
handsome comic 
book, JACK’S LUCK 
RUNS OUT. Most of 
the book’s 24 full- 
color pages are 
devoted to the 
melancholy saga of 
some seedy charac- 
ters in Las Vegas, a 
plot somewhat remi- 
niscent of films like HARD EIGHT 
and SHOWGIRLS, (minus the sili- 
cone). 

The twist here is that the cast 

members are skillfully drawn as 

royal suits from a deck of 
playing cards, and the juxta- 
position of these famil- 
iar graphic archetypes 
with the grimy world 
they’re thrown into 
is sure to 


The last five 
pages of the 
comic are given to a 
more conventionally- 
drawn story of 
domestic conflict; the 

gimmick here is that there’s sup- 
posed to be some kind of stereo- 


graphic 3-D thing happening when 
you cross your eyes and hold the 
book at arm’s length as instructed. 
I saw no 3-D, but my ophtha- 
mologist tells me my vision will 
clear up in a few weeks, as long as 
| stay away from comic books. 


STARK FIST OF REMOVAL #48, 
VOL.17 is crammed with lame 
apologies for why the Church of 
the SubGenius’ long-anticipated 
X-Day (July 5th, 1998) was not the 
earth-searing apocalypse Rev. Ivan 
Stang and his minions have been 
earnestly predicting all these 
years. Apparently, hordes of faith- 
ful SubGenii flocked to some mis- 
erable state park on the fateful day, 
hoping to be carried 
spaceward by saucer- 
men while colossal, 
multi-armed Hindu 
deities would materi- 
alize to hack at the 
rest of us Bobless 
infidels with scimitars 
the size of Boeing 
747s. 

Well, the saucers 
failed to turn up, and 
the poor freaks had 
no choice but to 
stage impromptu top- 
less mud wrestling 
bouts to pass the 
long hours of a weekend that 
resembled not so much an 
Harmonic Convergence, but rather 
a Renaissance Fair crashed by 


Trekkies. NAH 
My advice to ELT 
F sš 4: See N 
Rev. Stang and k hI h à 
his acolytes, | 


now that the 
decade-long 
joke is over, is- 
that they fol- 
low the noble 
example set by 
Ti and Doand ... 
the rest of 3 W “i 
those kooks 
who worshipped the Hale-Bopp 
comet. Remember, Stang---union 
with Dobbs is just one sip of pur- 
ple Kool-Aid away! “ 


continued from page 31 

His shaking hands roused the child. It 
cooed. Blinked. Spat up pink drool. 

"Kill it,” the devils insisted. 

No. Impossible. 

“Let it die,” the devils conceded. 

Rock closed his eyes. Saw Clarence’s face, 
burning. Saw Claire in her coffin. 

"No," he said, answering the devils. Too 
late to bring it back to the dump. Nor could he 
simply throw the baby in a garbage can on the 
street. He had taken the child. It was his 
responsibility. Returning it to the streets would 
be no different than killing it. The death would 
be on his hands, and its bones would be lost to 
him. 

"Then it will kill you,” said the devils. “This 
is the son you wanted. This is your brother, 
returned.” 

Coldness swept through him. The world felt 
remote, his surroundings alien. He struggled to 
feel, to hang on to the fear that shined like a 
house light on a distant hill in his mind. For the 
first time since Boneman had taught him how to 
listen, the song he heard in God’s Bones 
dimmed. 

Vanished. 

Panic drove him out of the car. He held the 
bag against his chest, felt the baby’s arm strike 
him once, and thought it was trying to cut him 
with one of its ridged bones. He ran into the 
house, started downstairs, pulled up at the top of 
the stairs. He took deep breaths, closed his eyes. 
Prayed as he hadn’t done since he was a child in 
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church, calling on the Lord to guide him, speak 
to him, let him hear the echoes of his Word. 

He wanted to go to his workshop, but had no 
idea what to do when he got there. He glanced 
at the phone. Call 911? But he would have to 
explain what he had been doing in the dump, and 
why he took the baby home instead of straight to 
the hospital. Call D? Rock shook his head. 

He looked at the stairs to the second floor. 
Claire. Jackie. He went up, checked his wife. 
Like the baby, she was still alive, but helpless. 

“Should I leave the baby at a hospital?” he 
asked her. “I can try to do it so no one sees me. 
Or outside a police station. Like in the movies. 
A church is probably not a good idea. They 
keep the doors locked at this time of night.” 

Her medical monitor beeped. A spike 
appeared in the rhythmic pattern of her 
heartbeat. Lights flickered. Returned to normal. 

Rock backed out. 

“Claire?” he pleaded, looking up at the attic. 

"Kill it,” the devils said. Then they laughed 
at his torment. 

Rock opened his mouth to shout down the 
devils, to scream his frustration. He had come 
so close, with two nearly complete skeletons 
waiting for him and Claire. To lose everything 
at this point was cruel, unjust. Why had he spent 
all the years chasing Boneman’s dream, if he 
was not going to be allowed to achieve it? 

The baby coughed. Tremors seized the tiny 
body. Again, he felt the baby’s irregularities 
press against him. It would never survive 
another trip. He had effectively doomed the 
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child by bringing it home, if it ever had a chance 
at living. 

He stood for a while, stunned by the changes 
in his life. He was a killer. The Bones were 
silent. Boneman’s magic was lost. 

“I’m sorry, Jackie. I thought we could be 
together. But I guess it wasn’t meant to be.” 

The devils mocked him, mimicking his 
words in high-pitched, whining voices. “Wasn't 
meant to be,” they said. 

"What wasn’t meant to be?” he asked. 

The devils did not answer. The question 
surprised even him. 

"Boneman, Clarence, Claire. Me and Jackie. 
This house, this life. All the years. What was it 
all for? What was meant to be?" 
trailed away. 


His voice 


The silence of early morning hours filled the 
house, embracing the tick-tocking of the 
downstairs clock, like time's footsteps carrying 
him forward to his death. 

The workshop pulled at his feet. With all the 
changes, it was still a familiar place for him. He 
went downstairs, leaving all the doors opened 
behind him. In his sanctum, he put the bag on 
the work table and removed the baby. Stared at 
it. A boy. He picked the boy up, showed him 
around the tiny room. 

“Did they name you?” he asked, then shook 
his head. Of course not. Who would abandon a 
child with a name? Rock let him see the two 
skeletons laid out, waiting their final 
contributions. He listened as he passed the boy 
over both collections. His hands sensed nothing. 


“Kramer forgoes the glitz and cuts straight to the 

rebel heart of rock and roll - the music of the outsider, 
not pampered arena-rock millionaires. 

Citizen Wayne is punk rock for grown-ups.” 

-L.A. WEEKLY 


The bones he had already collected were silent. 
He started to take the boy back to the work table, 
but stopped. 

Rock held the child over the place where the 
head of the larger skeleton would have been 
constructed. He put the baby down. Paced, 
studying the effect of the new composition. 
Warmth stirred in his chest. He studied the 
smaller skeleton, tried to remember the feel of 
each bone. Picking a few of the smaller ones, 
he placed them between the boy and the larger 
skeleton. Near the boy's open chest. In his 
ruined hand. 

Excitement sparked in Rock, and he felt as 
he had when Jackie delivered their daughter. 
Sometimes in church, as a child. With his 
brother, when they played in the fields, and 
Odessa, when they joked and laughed with the 
boys at work, or talked about life, family, 
politics, at the little bar just outside the depot. 
With Boneman, in the darkness of his hut. 

Rock was connected to something larger 
than himself, a force or power that hummed in 
the background of life, like radio waves waiting 
for a receiver to pick them up. He belonged to 
that force, felt himself moving in harmony with 
its purpose. Not God, not a host of devils in his 
head, not the trace of God's Hand on bones, but 
something else. He could not put a name to the 
thing that was so much vaster than any words or 
thoughts a man could speak or think. But he 
knew it existed, as surely as he knew there were 
devils and bones with God’s touch on them. 

He knew what had to be done. He even saw 


why he had left all the doors open. 

Rock took down Boneman's notes, written 
in old composition books and wrapping paper 
and the borders of poetry collections, which had 
a lot of white space. He picked the papers he 
needed, placed them next to the baby. Froma 
tool box, he removed a scalpel. He moved his 
work stool and sat down at the head of the table 
on which lay the skeleton of his intended new 
body and the baby. 

He read from the papers, chanting words as 
he had heard Boneman practice them. Some 
English, Spanish, Latin and French words he 
recognized. Others had been spelled out but 
were in no tongue he had ever heard. They all 
flowed from his mouth, rich with power and 
meaning beyond his reach. 

When he was done, he cut his arms 
lengthwise with the scalpel and let blood flow 
over the bones and the child. When both were 
red with his life, he sat back down, stretched his 
arms around the baby, laid his head down on the 
table. 'The sense of connection was gone, but 
taking its place was the certainty that he had 
done everything Boneman would have done. He 
could not have performed the ritual any better 
than he had, and that was all he owed himself 
and Boneman. Satisfied, he settled down to 
watch the miracle. 

But a terrible weariness made him close his 
eyes. He could do that, with his work done. 
Only one more change was coming, and it 
wasn’t his to make. 

He had left the way into the new body open 


for the baby to take. It was the same path he 
would have opened for his wife and child, by 
sacrificing their blood, as he had just offered his. 
It was the way he had planned to take himself. 

He felt badly for Jackie, sleeping upstairs, 
caught on the border of death. He had promised 
himself that he would take care of her, bring her 
with him. But here he was dying ahead of her, 
reneging on his unspoken commitment to make 
her immortal. 

She'd understand. Especially when she saw 
what he had accomplished. 

He knew why he had left the basement doors 
open: so the baby would not be locked in the 
workshop when it woke in its new body. He had 
left that path clear so the life he had saved could 
go upstairs and kiss Jackie good-bye, then leave 
to take its place in the world. 

He tried to peek through the dark and the 
peace settling over him to see the mojo take, to 
watch his blood and the bones of God’s mistakes 
knit together to form new flesh, as Boneman 
promised. His eyes ached for the miracle of the 
child’s spirit flowing into the new body, for life 
to take root in the fruit of his labors. But his 
eyes didn’t open anymore. He was cold, and his 
strength was gone. 

Instead, Rock listened for the cry of a new 
birth. He waited in the quiet, broken only by the 
faint ticking of the grandfather clock on the first 
floor, for his end that was another’s beginning. 

Waited, beyond the silencing of the clock, 
for Bones of the Maker to walk. 


There’s only one fetish 
magazine that combines 
fashion, passion, art and 
P O R N | And that magazine is: 


Editrix Abby Ehmann explores the more obscure 
fetishes and sexual obsessions. Employing the 
DIY feel of an underground sex fanzine, the 
sawwy of a scene insider and a critical editorial 
eye, Abby creates a product to please both 
curious neophytes and seasoned fetishists alike. 
"| mix art, fashion and fetish with 

old-fashioned jerk-off material," Abby explains, 
"to appeal to as broad a segment of the smut- 
consuming population as possible." If you'd like 
to receive a sample issue, send $6 cash to Abby 
at P.O. Box 1365, New York, NY 10009. 
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ISSUE 46: John .--- Gacy, Ed 
Wood, Meat Haunted Garage 8 more 


ISSUE 4 7: len Buchanan, Kitten 
Natividad, Sic Kidz & more 
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ISSUE 4 12: Rudy Ray Moore, 
Cannibal Corpse, Lisa Suckdog, more 


ISSUE 411: Lemmy, The Undead, 
Mike Diana comix & more 


ISSUE 4 17: Guided by Voices, 
Foetus, Henri Pachard 8 more 


ISSUE #16: Cyclone Rangers, 
Candida Royalle, The Goops & more 


ISSUE # 22: Carl Perkins, Diamanda 
Galas, Cold Meat Industries & more 


ISSUE #21: Butthole Senile hee 
Paul, filmaker Beth B. & more 
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ISSUE # 8: The Mentors, The Joe 
Meek Sound, M. Diana comix, more 


ISSUE 4 13: Poppy Z. Brite, Skrew, 
John Howard UTA Biker Slut), more 
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ISSUE #18: 9 Pound Hammer, John 
Bergin, Back From The Grave, more 
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ISSUE # 23: Mike Watt, Peter Straub, 
Fela Kuti, Vinnie SPIT & more 
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ISSUE # 10: ay Pop, Holly 
Woodlawn, Monster i & more 


ISSUE # 9: Paul VRE The 
Reverend Horton Heat & more 
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ISSUE # 15: Greg Ginn, TAD, "m 
Taylor 8 more 


ISSUE 4 14: Jesus Lizard, Phillip 
Nutman, Hong Kong Movies 8 more 


ISSUE # 19: Willie Dixon, Cecil 
Howard, Robert Drasnin & more 


Yes, how it all started! Be 
the first on your block to have a full set of all 6 
years of BRUTARIAN! (Except for the first 5 
issues that were confiscated in that goddamn raid 
on our compound “The Mother Home of Divine 
Enlightenment” by those fuckin’ ATF Nazis!!) 
Only 6 bucks each mailed straight to your door, 


ISSUE # 20: + Sonny Rollins, Jack 
Ketchum, Diego M. Rios & more 


now you too can see 


just like a Kaczynski mail bomb. Just indicate 


which issues you want and mail checks to: 
BRUTARIAN 
P.O. Box 25222 
Arlington VA, 22202-9222 
All checks payable to DOM SALEMI, a nasty little man 


(703) 525-138 
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VIDEO Vay 


Mail order! 
Rentals & Sales 


10% Discount 
on all 


web orders! 


Over 100000 

Titles For 
Rental & Sale! 

Guaranteed WORST Movies In Town! 
Gm; Call 1°. 800° VAULT: 66 For Info! s<—> 
H (1-800-828-5866) we 


VIDEO VAULT 


Your Alternative Video Store 
323 S. Wash. St. Alex., VA 22314 Fax (703) 836 • 5720 


www.videovault.com 


